* * 


0 L L-E.C T 1: @ 2008 


5 O F ES, : 
i a — 2 f 
3 ; Wes 
Lord Carliſle, Miſs Carter. 8 


Lord Lyttleton. Moore. EE hs 


2 
| Hon. . Fox. | þ- Mr. Mallet. | 5 | n 4 22 
Dean Percy. 2 Maos. 
Dr. Beattie. — Garrick. 1 
Goldſmith. 3 Collins. ; ot 
Cumberland. 2. Fitzpatrick. # 
Bernard. 2 Edwards. 9 
Langhorne. 2 Whitehead. 
Arbuthnot. + Tickell. * 
| L 0 ND #- No g - 


PRINTED FOR J. MILLIKEN, BOOKSELLER, „ 


* 


CARLISLE. 


* - * . * 
F 


9 2 a = * A 4 


Hermit of Warkworth 


sir Eldred of the Bower 


Bleeding Rock 
Lucy and Colin 
William and Margaret 


Hermit 

Traveller 

Deſerted Village 
Haunch of Veniſon 


| Retaliation _ 
Supplement to Retaliation 


Jupiter and Mercury 


: Jue D' Eſprit 


Dorinda 


Edwin and Emma 


| T He Minna « or Prog of Genius - 
Owen of Carron - 


AI 


a 


4 * 


Anne * 
Tickell, 179 


Mallet 1 195 5 
ditto 187 


55g 9 


Goldſmith 191 "2 4 


ditto 197 
ditto 213 
ditto 229 
ditto 237 
Cumberland 247 
Garrick 250 
of Derry 233 
Fitzpatrick 257 


Bent 2 [FM 


- "= 
3 3 
rey in Eg 
„ 
PR” * 9 2 
. he. 
| * 
_ 4 1156 * > #} ＋ -4 
ö „ e 7 2 
* = 
"+4 
FE - 


3 


8 ON 1 ENT 5. 


| | Verſes ſent to a young Lady with. the new elde 4 
= ; ae. INT ROD 


Carliſie 268 


LA * * N * | 
: 7 | D.4 - 1 


Verſes on Mrs Crew © 4 EO BEEF GTP For 263 


” Rhapſody on Taſte | Carliſle 266 
= Elegy written'in the Garden of a Friend, Maſon 269 


1 I Meditation, an Elegy I Kelly 273 
Death of Alico - 


| Monody to the memory of Lady Lyttleton 
s Lyttleton 279 


2; Yourſelf. Rs 1 — A 291 
Ode to Evening D Calin 296 
| Night Piece | 3 
0 The Youth and Philoſopher Whitehead 300 


* 
ns. 


Edwards 277 


Carter 298 


Vebrſes to the Ducheſs of Devonſhire diitto 265 


i» 
* 
be. 

” 

: 


- . Re Ow 
NES 2 87 — £2 + | 
+44 . W M 


4 
— 
* — 
BY : wum 


oy * 


MINSTRE L; 
PROGRESS or GENIUS. 


— ... , ogy 


DHE II RS T BOOK. 


H! who can tell how "IEF it is to climb. 
Thefteep where Fame's proud temple ſhines afar! 2 
Ak! who can tell how many a ſoul ſublimne 
Has felt the influence of malignant ſtar, 
And wag' d with Fortune an eternal war! 
Check'd by the ſcoff of Pride, by Envy's frpwiy 1 
And Poverty's unconquerable bar, 5 
In life's low vale remote has pined alone, | 
Then dropt into the grave, unpitied and unknown! 1 


And yet, the languor of W days, 
Not equally oppreſſive is to all. ; > IE 
Him who ne'er liſten d to the yoice of praiſe,:-: M6 
The filence of negle& can ne'er appal. 22 
There are, wlio, Jeaf to mad Ambition's call, 
Wou'd ſhrink to hear. th? obſtreperous trump of Falls. 
Supremely bleſt if to their portion fall r 
Health, competence, and peace. Nor higher aing = 
Had Hs, whoſe fimple tale theſe atk lines 1 . _ 
: proclaim. : -» 44... 
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III. 


This fapient age diſclaims all claſſic lore; 
wiſe I ſhould here in cunning phraſe diſplay, 
How forth Trz MIN STREI fared indaysof yore, 
Right glad of heart, though homely in array ; 
His waving locks and beard all hoary grey: 
And, from his bending ſhoulder, decent hung 
His harp, the ſole companion of his way, 
Which to the whiſtling wind reſponſive rung: 
And ever as he went ſome merry lay he ſung. , 


| IV. 
Fret not yourſelves, ye ſilken ſons of pride. 
That a poor wanderer ſhould inſpire my ſtrain. 
'The-muſes fortune's fickle ſmile deride, 
Nor ever bow the knee in Mammon's fane ; 
For their delights are with the village train, 
Whom nature slawsengage, and nature's charms: 
They hate the ſenſual, and ſcorn the vain ; 
The paraſite their influence never warms, 
Nor him whoſe ſordid ſoul the love of wealth alarms. 
hea 
Though richeſt hues the peacock's plumes adorn, 
Yet horror ſcreams from his diſcordant throat. 
-W Riſe, ſons of harmony, and hail the morn, 
1 While warbling larks on ruſſet pinions float; 
5 Or ſeek at noon the woodland ſcene remote, 
Where the grey linnets cafol from the hill. 
O let them ne'er with artificial note, 
Io pleaſe a tyrant, {train the little bill, 
But ſing what heaven inſpires, and wander where they 
will. | | 


VI. 

Liberal, not laviſh, is kind nature's hand; 

Nor was perfection made for man below. 

Vet all her ſchemes with niceſt art are plann'd, 
Good counteracting il, and gladneſs wo. 
With gc and gems if Chilian mountains glow, 
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If bleak and barren Scotia's hills ariſe; 

There plague and poiſon, luſt and rapine grow; 
Here peaceful are the vales, and pure the ſkies. 
And freedom fires the ſoul, and ſparkles in the eyes. 


NES, VII. : 

Then grieve not, thou to whom th' indulgent Muſe 

Vouchſafes a portion of celeſtial fire; 

Nor blame the partial Fates, if they refuſe 

TH imperial banquet, and the rich attire. 

Know thine own worth and reverence the lyre. 
Wilt thou debaſe the heart which God refin'd; 
No; let thy heaven-taught ſou], to heaven aſpire 

To fancy, freedom, harmony, reſign; | 

Ambition's groveling crew for ever left behind, 


| VIS 
Canſt thou forego the pure etherial ſoul 
In each fine ſenſe fo exquiſitely keen, 

On the dull couch of Luxury to loll, 

Stung with. diſeaſe, and ſtupified with ſpleen ; 
Fain to implore the aid of Flattery's ſcreen, 
Even from thyſelf. thy loathſome heart to hide, 
(The manſion then no more 6f joy ſerene) _ 
Where fear, diſtruſt, malevolence, abide, 


And impotent deſire, and diſappointed pride? 


3 | 

O how canſt thou renounce the boundleſs ſtore 
Of charms which Nature to her vot ry yields! «+ 
The warbling woodland, the reſounding here, 
The pomp of groves, and garniture of fields; 
All that the genial ray of morning gilds, 
And all that echoes to the ſong ot even, | 
All that the mountain's ſheltering boſom ſhields, 
And all the dread magnificence of heaven, 

O how canſt thourenounce, and hope to be forgiven! 


EL | » | : | N 
Theſe charms ſhall work thy ſoul's eternal health, 
And love, and gentleneſs, and joy impart. 
B 2 - oY 


But theſe thou muft renounce, if luſt of wealth 

__ Feer win its way to thy corrupted. heart; 77. 
For, ah i it poiſons like a ſcorpion's dart; 
Prompting the ungènerous wiſh, the ſelfiſh ſcheme. 
The ſtern reſolve, unmov'd by pity's ſmart, 
The troublous day, and long diftreſsful dream. — 

Return, my roving Muſe, reſume thy purpoſed theme. 


F | XI. webs; 
There liv'd in Gothic days, as legends tell, 
A ſhepherd-ſwain, h of low degree; 
Whoſe fires, perchance, in Faryland might dwell, 
Sicilian groves, or vales of Arcady ; 
But he, I ween, was of the north countrie:“ 
A. nation fam d for ſong, and beauty s charms ; 
Zealous, yet modeſt ; innocent though. free; 
Patient of toil ; ſerene amid alarms, 
Inflexible in faith ; invincible in arms, 


XII. 


*Fhe ſhepherd-ſwain of whom I mention made, 

On Scotia's mountains fed his little flock ; 

The ſickle, ſcythe, or plough, he never ſway'd ; 
An honeſt heart was almoſt all his ſtock ; | 

His drink the living water from the rock; 

The milky dams ſupplied his board, and lent, 
Their kindly fleece to baffle winter's ſhock ; | 
And he, though oft with duſt and ſweat befprent, 

Did guide and guard their wanderings wherioc'er ther 

. Went. | 


8 _ 
—_ — 


— — 


* There is hardly an ancient Ballad, or Romance, 
wherein a Minſtrel or Harper appears, but he is cha- 
racteriſed, by way of eminence, to have been OF 
the North countries. It is probable that under this 
appellation were formerly comprehended all the pro- 
vinces to the North of the Trent. | 
See Percy's Eſſay on the Engliſh Minſtrels. 


17 > = 
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From labour health, from health contentment ſprings. 1 
Contentment opes the ſource of every joy. g 
He envied not, he never thought of kings; 
Nor from thoſe appetites ſuſtain'd annoy, 
Which chance may fruſtrate, or indulgence cloy ; = 
Nor Fate his calm and humble hopes beguiled Y 
He meurn d no recreant friend, nor miſtreſs coy, | 
For on his vows the blameleſs Phoebe {mil'd, 
And her alone he loved, and loved her from a child. 


> EV » 
No jealouſy their dawn of love o'ercaſt, 
Nor blaſted were their wedded days with ſtrife 3 
Each ſcaſon look'd delightful as it paſt, 
To the fond huſband, and the faithful wife. _ | 
Beyond the lowly vale of ſhepherd life | 
They never roam'd; ſecure beneath the ſtorm 
Which in Ambition's lofty land is rife, | 
Where peace and love are canker'd by the worm 


Of pride, each bud of joy induſtrious deform. 


” XV. | 
The wight whoſe tale theſe artleſs lines unfold, 
Was all the offspring of this imple pair. 

His birth no oracle or ſeer foretold: 
No prodigy appear'd in earth or air, 
Nor aught that might a ſtrange event declare. 
You gueſs each circumſtance of Epwin's birth; 
The parent's tranſport, and the parents care 
The Goflip's prayer for wealth, and wit, and worth - - 

And one long ſummer- day of indolence and mirth. * 


XVI. | 
And yet poor Edwin was no vulgar boy; 
Deep thought oft ſeem'd to fix his infant eye. 
Dainties he heeded not, nor gaude, nor toy, 
Dave one ſhort pipe of rudeſt minſtrelſy. 
Silent when glad; affectionate, though ſhy ; 
And now his look was moſt demurely ſad, 


And no he laugh'd aloud, yet none knew why. 
The neighbours ſtar d and ſigh'd, yet bleſt the lad: 


Some deem'd him wond'rous wiſe, aud ſome believ'd 
him mad. 10 | 


| OE SS: 
But why ſhould I his childiſh feats diſplay 
Concourſe and noiſe, and toil he ever fled ; 

Nor cared to mingle in the clamoreus fray 

Of ſquabbling imps, but to the foreſt ſped, 

Or, roam'd at large the lonely mountain's head; 
Or, where the maze of ſome bewilder'd ſtream 

To deep untroden groves his footſteps led, 
There would he wander wild, till Phœbus beam, 


Shot from the weſtern cliff, releaſed the weary team. 


Th' exploit of ſtrength, dexterity, or ſpee l, 

To him nor vanity nor joy could bring. 

His heart, from eruel ſport enſtranged, would bleed 
To work the woe of any living thug, 
By trap, or net, by arrow, or by fling; 

Theſe he deteſted, thoſe he ſcorn'd to wield : 

He wiſh'd to be the guardian, not the king, 
Tyrant far lefs, or traitor of the field. | 
And ſure the ſylvan reign unbloody joy might yield, 


Lo! where the ſtripling, wrapt in wonder, roves 
Beneath the precipice o'erhung with pine; 
And ſees, on high, amidft th' encireling groves 
From cliff to cliff the foaming torrents ſhine : 
While waters, woods, and winds in concert joing 


And Echoe ſwells the. chorus to the ſkies. 


Would Edwin this majeſtic ſcene reſign 
For aught the hunſmen's punny craft ſupplies ? 
Ahl no: he better knows great Nature'scharms to prize. 
Ad oft he traced the uplands, to ſurvey, 
When o'er the ſky advanced the kindling dawn, 
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The crimſon cloud, blue main, and mountain grey, 
And lake, dim-gleaming on the ſmoky lawn; 
Far to the well, the long, long vale withdrawn, 
Where twilight loves to linger for a while; 
And now he faintly kens the bounding fawn, 


Aud villager abroad at early toil. — (ſmile. 
But, lo! the ſun appears! and heaven, earth, ocean 
5 e et 


And oft the craggy cliff he lov'd to climb, 
When all in miſt the world bęlow was loft. 
What dreadful pleaſure ! there to ſtand ſublime, 
Like ſhipwreck d mariner on deſert coaft, 
And view th* enormous waſte of vapour, toſt 
In billows, lengthening to th' horizon round, 
Now ſcoop'd in gulfs, with mountains nowemboſs'd ! 
And hear the voice of mirth and ſong rebound, 
Flocks, herds, and waterfalls, along the hoar profound! 


XXII. 8 ; 

In truth he was a ftrange and wayward wight, 
Fond of each gentle, and each dreadful ſcene, 

In darkneſs, and in ſtorm, he found delight: 

Nor leſs, than when an ocean-wave ſerene 

The ſoutkern ſun diffuſed his dazzling ſhene. 

Even ſad viciſſitude amuſed his ſoul ; 

And if a 69h would ſometimes intervene, 


And down his cheek a tear of pity roll, 
A ſigh, a tear, ſo ſweet, he wiſh'd not to controul. 


XXIII. 

* Oye wild groves, O where is now your bloom!“ 
(The Muſe interprets thus his tender thought.) | 

* Your flowers, your verdure, and your balmy gloom, 

Of late ſo grateful in the hour of drought ! 

Why do the birds, that ſong and raptnre brought 
To all your bowers, their manſions now forſake ? 
Ah! why has fickle chance this ruin wrought ; 

For now t he ſtorm howls mournful throughtM brake, 

And the dead foliage flies in many a ſhapeleſs flake. 
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10 Ware now the rill, maladious, pure, and cool, 
c Andineads; withlife) ancdkmirth, aud beauty erown- d! 
Ah ſee th unſightly flime, and ſluggiſh pool, 
Have al) the ſolitary vale embrown d; 
« Fled each fair form, and mute each melting ſound, 
The raven croaks forlor ra on naked ſpray : = 
© And, hark F the river, burlting every . 
Dove the oe thunders ; and with waſteful] ſwa ay, 
« Uproots the grove, antl rolls the ſhatter'd rocks away. 


| TP 4 "0 A BY 
Vet ſuch the deſtiny of all on earth: a 
80 flouriſhes and fades majeſtic man. | 
Fair is the bud his vernal morn brings forth, 
And foſterin g gales a While the nurſling fan. 
© © imile, ye heavens, ſerene; ye mildews w an, 
Ye blighting whirlwinds, ſpare his balmy prime, 
Nor leſſen of his life the little ſpan. 
Born on the ſwift, though ſilent, wings of Time, 


8 
6 Oiu-age COILES on a pace net ravage all the clime. 
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. | XXVI. ö 
And be it ſo. Let thoſe dx plore their doom, 
* Whoſe hopes ſtill grovels in, this dark ſojourn, 
But lofty ſouls who look beyond the tomb, 
Can ſmile at Fate, and wonder how they mourn. 

Shall ſpring to thete fad feenes no more return? 
Is yonder wave the ſun's eternal bed ?— _ 

Soon ſhall the oricut with new luſture burn, 
And fpring ſhall ſoon her vital influence ſhed, 

Again attune the grove, again adora the mead. 


XXVII. ö | 
© Shall I be left abandon'd in the duſt, f 
When Fate, relenting, lets the er revive ? 
E: Shall nature's voice, to man alone unjuſt, 
Bid him, though doom'd to periſh, hope to live ? 
AIs it for this fair Virtue oft mult ſtrive 
6 With difappointment, penury, nd pain 


En 


No: Heaven's immortal ſpring ſhall yet arive; - 
And man's majeſtic beauty bloom again, | 
Bright through th? * year of Love's triumphant 

a reign.” | 


8 XXVIII. 
This th ſublime his imple fire had taught, 
In ſooth, twas almoſt all the ſhepherd knew, 
No ſubtle or ſuperflous lore he ſought, 
Nor ever wiſh'd his Edwin to purſue, 
Let man's own ſphere, (quoth he) confine his views 
* Be man's peculiar work his ſole delight.” | 
And much, and oft, he warn'd him, to eſchew - 4 
Falſehood and guile, arid aye maintain the right, 
* . ae unawed by lawleſs might. 


-*XRIK. 

And, from the prayer of Want, and plaint of Wo, 
* never, never turn away thine ear, 
Forlorn in this bleak wilderneſs below, 
* Ah! what were men, ſhould Heaven refuſe to hear! 
To others do (the 1801 15 wer Revere}; -- 
© What to thyſelf thou wifheſt to be done. 
Forgive thy foes ; and love thy parents dear, 
© And friends, and native land; nor thoſe alone; 

4 All human weal and wo learn thou to make thine own, 


4 
5 XXX. 
Sce in the rear of the warm ſunny ſhower, 
The viſionary boy from ſhelter fly ! 
For now the ſtorm of ſummer rain is o'er, 
And cool, and freſh, and fragrant is the ſky ! 
And, lo ! in the 4 eaſt, expanded high, 
The rainbow brightens to the ſetting ſun; 
Fond fool, that deem'ſt the ſtreaming glory vigh, 
How vain the chace thine ardour has begun ! 
"Tis fled afar, ere half thy purpoſed race be run. . 


XXXCI. 
Yet could'ſt thou learn, that thus it fares with age, 
When pleaſure, wealth, or power, the boſom warm, 
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This baffled . might tame thy manhood's rage, 
And diſappointment of her ſting diſarm.— 
But why ſhould forefight thy fond heart alarm ? 
Periſh the lore that deadens young defire | + * 
Purſue, poor imp, th' Imaginary charm, 
Indulge gay Hope, and Fancy's pleaſing fire : 
Fancy aad __ too ſoon ſhall of themſelves expire. 


XXXII. 
When the long ſounding curfew from afar 
Loaded with loud lament the lonely gale, 
Young Edwin lighted by the evening ſtar, 

_ Lingering and liſtening, wander'd down the vale. 
There would he dream of graves, and coarſes pale 
And ghoſts, that to the charnel- -dungen throng, 
And drag a length of clanking chain, and wail, 

Till ſilenced by the owl's terrific ſong, _ 
Or blaſt that ſhricks Niel fits the ſhuddering iſles along. 


en 

Or, when. the ſetting moon, in crimſon dy ed, 
Hung o'er the dark and melancholy deep, 

To haunted ſtream, remote from man he hied, 
Where Fays of yore their revels wont to Keep 3. ; 
And there let Fancy roam at large, till ſleep 
A viſion brought to his intranced ſight. 

And firſt, a wildly murmuring wind gan creep 
Shrill to his ringing ear; then tapers bright, 


With inſtantaneous gleam, illumed the vault of Night . 


XXXIV. 
Anon ia view a portal's blazon'd arch 
Aroſe, the trumpet bids the valves unfold : 
And forth an hott of little warriors march, 
Graſping the diamon'd lance, and targe of ls.” 
Their look was gentle, their demeanour bold, 
And green their helms, and green their filk attire : 
And here and there, right venerably old, 
” FIRE long-robed minſtrels wake the war bling wire. 
And ſome with mellow breath the martial pipe inſpire. 


— 


- 


- 


. | L. 13 | ] 
XXXV. 


With merriment, and long, and timbrels clear, 
A troop. of dames from myrtle bowers advance; 


The little warrior's doff the targe and ſpear, 
And loud enlivening ſtrains provoke the dance. 
They meet, they dart away, they wheel aſkance ; .. 


To right, to left, they thrid the flying maze ; 


Now bound aloft with vigorous ſpring, then glance 
Rapid along : with many colour'd rays 


Of tapers, gems, and gold, the echoing foreſts blaze. 


XXXVI.. 
The dreamis fled. Proud harbinger of day, 
Who ſcar'dſt the viſion with thy ha ſhrill, 
Fell chanticleer : who oft has reft away 
My fancied good, and brought ſubſtantial ill ! 
O to thy curſed ſcream, diſcordant ſtill, 
Let Harmony aye ſhut her gentle car : 
Thy boaſtful mirth let jealous rivals ſpill, 
Inſult thy creit, and gloſſy pinions tear, 


And even in thy dreams the ruthleſs fox appear. 


XXXVII. 


Forbear, my Muſe. Let Love attune thy line. 
 Revoke the ſpell, Thine Edwin frets not ſo, 


ror how ſhould he at wicked chance repine, 
Who feels from every change amuſement flow ? 
Even now lus eyes with ſmiles of rapture glow, 
As on he wonders through the ſcene of morn, 
Where the freſh flowers in living luſture blow, 
Where thouſand pearls the dewy Jawns adorn, 


A thouſand notes of joy in every breeze are born. 


XXXVIII. | 
But who the melodies of morn can tell? 
The wild brook babbling down the mountain fide ; 
The lowing herd; the ſheepfold's fimple bell; 
The pipe of early ſhepherd dim deſcried. | 
In the lone valley; echoing far and wide 
The clamorous horn along the cliffs above; 


r — 2 . 
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 Crown'd with her pail the tripping mi 
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The hollow murmur of the ocean-tide ; 
The hum of bees, and linnet's lay of love, 


And the full choir that wakes the univerſal grove. 


| '* eas 
The cottage curs at early pilgrim bark; | 
l ilkmaid ſings ; 

The whiſtling plowman ſtalks afield ; and, har! 
Down the rough ſlope the ponderous waggon rings; 
Through ruſtling corn the hare aſtonifn d ſprings ; 


Slow tolls the village-clock the drowſy hour; 


The patridge burſts away on whirring wings; 
Deep mourns the turtle in ſequeſter d bower, 


And ſhrill lark caroles clear from her aerial tour. 


| TO 4 YH 

O Nature, how in every charm ſupreme !_ 
Whoſe votarics feaſt on raptures ever new! 
O for the voice and fire of ſeraphim, 

To fing thy glories with devotion due ! 


Bleſt be the day I *fcaped the wrangling crew, 
From Pyrrho's maze, and Epicurus' ſy ; 


And held high converſe with the godlike few, 
Who to th' enraptur'd heart, and ear, and eye, 


Teach beauty, virtue, truth, and love, and melody. 


| XLII.“ 
Hence! ye, who fnare and ſtupify the mind, 
Sophiſts, of beauty, virtue, joy, the bane ! 


Greedy and fell, though impotent and blind, 
Who ſpread your filthy nets in Truth's fair fane, 
And ever ply your venom'd fangs amain 


Hence to dark Error's den, whole rankling ſlime 
Firſt gave you form! hence! leſt the Muſe ſhould deign, 
(Though loath on theme ſo mean to waſte a ryhme) 


With vengeance to purſue your ſacrilegious crime. 


Toa MAE: 
But hail, ye mighty maſters of the lay, 
Nature's true ſons, the friends of man and truth ! 


. 

Whoſe ſong, ſublimely ſweet, ſerencly gay, 

Amuſed my childhood, and inform'd my youth. | 
O let your ſpirit till my boſom ſooth, 2 
Iyſpire my dreams, and my wild wanderings guide 
Your voice each rugged path of life can footh ; 
For well I know, where- ever ye reſide, I, 
There harmony, and peace, and innocence, abide. 


| . | 4 
Ah me! abandon'd on the loneſome plain, + | 
As yet poor Edwin never knew your lore, TY. 

Save when againſt the winter's drenching rain, 
And driving ſnow, the cottage ſnut the door. | bw 
Then, as inſtructed by tradition hoar, 2 
Her legends when the Beldam *gan impart, A 
Or chant the old heroic ditty o er, | 
Wonder and joy ran thrilling to his heart ; » 
Much he the tale admir'd, but more the tuneful art. 


| - XLIV. 
Various and ſtrange was the long- winded tale; 
And halls, and knights, and feats of arms diſplay' d; 
Or merry ſwains, who quaff the nut- brown ale, 
And ſing, enamour'd of the nut- brown maid; 
The moon-light revel of the fairy glade ; 
Or hags, that ſuckle an infernal brood, 
And ply in caves th? unutterable trade“, ' 
Midi fiends and ſpectres, quench the moon in blood, 

Yell in the midnight ſtorm, or ride th” infuriate flood, 
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But when to horror his amazement roſe, 
A gentler ſtrain the Beldam would rehearſe, 


tk. 
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*Alluſion to SHAKESPEAR. 
FTacbeth. Now now, yeſecret, black, and midai ght hags! 
What 18't you do? Fs . x 
WWilches. A deed without a Name, 
E 
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A tale of rural Life. 1 a tale af; woes, 
The orphan- babes, and guardian uncle os. 
O cruel ! will no pang of pity pierce 
That heart by luſt of Tas ſear d toſtone! 
For ſure, if aught of virtue laſt, or verſe, 


I 0o lateſt times ſhall tender fouls bemoan, 
Thoſe W orphan · babes by thy fell arts undone. 


XLVI. 

Behold, with berries ſmear'd, with A e 

The babes now famiſh'd lay them down to die. 

Midiſt the wild howl of darkſome woods —— 

Folded iu one another's arms they lie; 

Nor friend, nor ſtranger, hears their dying cry : 

For from the town the man returns no more.“ 

But thou, who Heaven's juſt vengeance dareſt defy, ' 

This deed with fruitleſs tears ſhalt ſoon deplore, 
When Death lays wafte — houſe, aud flames conſume 

thy ſtore. 


| XLVII. 
A Rifled ſmile of ſtern vindictive joy 
Brighten'd one moment Edwin's ſtarting tear.— 
But why ſhould gold man's feeble mind decoy, 
And Innocence thus die by doom ſevere ?” 
O Edwin! while thy heart is yet ſincere, 
IT TW aſſaults of dil: ontent and doubt repel: 
Dark even at noon-tide is our mortal ſphere ; 
But let us hope. to doubt is to rebel, 
Let us exult in hope that all ſhall yet be well. 


XLVIII. 
Nor be thy generous indignation check'd, 
Nor check'd the tender tear to Miſery given ; ; 
From Guilt's contagious power ſhall that protect, 
This ſoften and refine the foul for heaven. 


— 
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* Bee the fine old ballad, called, The Clildren i in zhe 
col. 
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But dreadful is their doom, 3 doubt hath driven 
Jo cenſure Fate, and pious Hope forego: 
Like yonder blaſted boughs by lightening riven, 
Perfection, beauty, life, they never know, 
But 1 25 on all that paſs, a monument of wo. 


. XLIX. 

Shall he, whoſe birth, maturity, and age. 

Scarce fill the circle of one ſummer- day, 

Shall the poor gnat with diſcontent and rage 

Exclaim, that Nature haſtens to decay, 

If but a cloud inſtruct the ſolar ray, 

If but a momentary ſhower deſcend ! 

Or ſhall frail man Heaven's dread decree gaiaſay, 

Which bade the ſeries of events extend 5 
way through unnumber'd ak andages without end! 


L. 
One carts; one little part, we dimly ſcan - 
Through the dark medium of life s feveriſh dream; 
Vet dare arraign the whole ſtupendous plan, 
_ Tf but that little part incongruous ſeem. 
Nor is that part perhaps what mortals deem; 
Oft from apparent ill our bleſſings riſe. 
O then renounce that impious feif-eiteem, 
That aims to trace the ſecret of the ſkies; 


For thon art. but of duſt ; be humble, and be wiſe. 


6, 
Thus Heaven enlarged his ſoul in riper years. 
For Nature gave him ſtrength, and fire, to ſoar, | 
On Fancy's wing, above this vale of tears ; 4 
Where dark cold-hearted ſceptics, creeping pore : 
Through microſcope of metaphyſic lore : 
And much they grope for truth, but never hit. 
For why ? their powers, zoadequate before, 

his art prepoſterous renders more unfit ; ; 

Vet deem they darkneſs light, and their vain blunders 
wit. C 2 
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Nor was this ancient dame a foe to mirth. 

Her ballad, jeſt, and riddle's quaint device 

Oft chear'd the ſhepherds ronnd her ſocial hearth ; 
Whom levity or ſpleen could ne'er entice | 
To purchaſe chat or laughter at the price 
Of decency. Nor let it faith exceed, 

That Nature formsa ruſtic taſte fo nice. — 

Ah! had they been of court or city breed, 

Such delicacy were right marvellous indeed. 


FC TSS 

Oſt when the winter ſtorm had ceas'd to rave, 

He roam'd the ſnowy waſte at even, to view 

The cloud ſtupendous, from th' Atlantic wave 

High- towering, ſail along the horizon blue : 

Where 'midſt the changeful ſcenery ever new 
Fancy a thouſand wondrous forms deſeries 
More wildly great than ever pencil drew, _ 

Rocks, torrents, ulfs, and ſhapes of giant ſize; 
And glittering lift on cliffs, and fiery ramparts riſe. 


5 LIV. 

Thence muſing on ward to the ſounding ſhore, 

The lone enthuſiaſt oft would take his way, 

Liſtening with pleaſing dread to the deep roar 

Of the wild-weltering waves. In black array 

When ſulpherous clouds roll'd on the vernal day, 

Even then he haſted from the haunt of man, 

Along the darkening wilderneſs to ſtray, _ 

What time the lightening's fierce career began, 
And o'er heaven's rending archthe rattling thunder ran- 


| „ 5 
Reſponſive to the ſprightly pipe when all 
In ſprightly dance the village- youth were join'd, 
Edwin, of melody aye held in thrall, . 
From the rude gambol far remote reclined, 
Sooth'd with the ſoſt notes warbling in the wind. 
ah then, all jollityſeem'd noiſe aud folly. 


ö 
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To the pure foul: by 2 8. fire hel, 
Ah what is mirth but turbulence unholy, 
E n 12 charm compared of heav enly * 


TE 1 | 
| Is there a heart that muſic cannot melt? 
Ah me!] how is that rugged heart forlorn! + 
Is there who ne'er thoſe myſtic tranſports felt 
Of ſolitude and melancholy born ? 
He needs not woo the Muſe ; he is her ſcorn. 
The ſophiſt s rope of ah he ſhall twine ; , 
Mope o'er the ſehoolman's peeviſh page; or mourn, 
And delve for life, in Mammon's dirty mine; 
Sneak with the ſcoundrel fox, or grunt 5 80 e ſwine. 
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For Edwin Fate a nobler doom had pins 
Song was his favourite and firſt purſuit. 

The wild harp rang to his adventurous hand, 

And languiſh'd to his breath the plaintive flute, 
His infant muſe, though artleſs, was not mute: 

Of elegance as yet he took no care; 

For this of time and culture is the fruit; 

And Edwin gain d at laſt this fruit ſo rare: 


As in ſome future verſe I purpoſe to declare. 
| LVIII. 


Meanwhile, whate'er of beautiful, or new, 
Sublime, or dreadful, in earth, ſea, or ſky, , 
By chance, or ſearch was offer d to his view, 
He ſcann'd with curious and romantic eye. 
Whate'er of lore tradition could ſupply 
From Gothic tale, or ſong, or fable old, 
| Rous'd him ſtill keen to liſten and to pry. 
At laft, though long by penury control'd, 
And ſolitude, his ſoul her graces 'gan unfold. 


LIX. 
Thus on the chill Lapponian's dreary land, 


For many a long month loſt in ſnow orofonnd, 
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When Sol from Cancer ſends the ſeaſon bland, + 
And in their northern cave the ſtorms hath bound ; 
From filent mountains, ſtraight, with ſtartling ſound, 
Torrents are hurl'd; green hills emerge; and lo, 
The trees with foliage, cliffs with flowersarecrown'd; 

Pure rills through vales of verdure warbling go; 

And wonder, love, and joy, thepeaſant's hearto'erflow.* 


Here pauſe my Gothic lyre, a little while. 
The leiſure hour is all that thou canſt claim. 
But if ** on this labour ſmile, 8 
New ftrains erelong ſhall animate thy frame: 
And his applauſe to me is more than fame; 
For ſtill with truth accords his taſte refined. 
At lucre or renown let others aim 
| Tonly wiſh to pleaſe the gentle mind, 
| Whom Natures charms inſpire, and love of humankind. 


— 
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* $ 


* Spring and Atumn are hardly known to the Lap- 
landers. About the time the ſun enters Cancer, their 
fields, which a week before were covered with ſnow, 
appear of a ſudden full of graſs and flowers 

SCHEFFER'S Hiſtory of Lapland, p. 61. 
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PROGRESS or GENIUS. 
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THE SECOND: BOOK. 


een ſed vim promovet autem, 

Rectique cultus pectora roborant. 
N DEM 'HorarT. 

I. ft 
Oer or change O let not man complain, 
Elſe ſhall he never never ceaſe to wail: 

For, from the imperial dome, to where the ſwain 
Rears the lone cottag e in the ſilent dale. 

All feel th' aſſault of fortune's fickle gale; 

Art, empire, earth itſelf, to change are doom's'; 7 
Earthquakes have raiſed to heaven the humble vale, 
And gulfs the mountain's mighty maſs entomb'd, 


And where th' Atlantick rolls wide continents 8 
bloom' d. “* 5 
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* Sce Praro's Timeus. 
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But ſure to foreign climes we need not range, 
Nor ſearch the ancient records of our race, 
J 0 learn the dire effects of time and change, 
Which in ourſelves, alas, we daily trace. 
Vet at the darken d eye, the wither'd face, 
Or hoary hair, I never will repfine: 
But ſpare, O Time, whate'er of mental grace, 
Of candour, love, or ſympathy divine, h 
. ' Whate'er of fancy's ray, or friendſhip's flame is mine. 
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III. 
80 I, obſequious to Truth's dread command, 
Shall here without reluctanee change my lay, 
And ſmite the Gothic lyre with harſher hand; 
Now when TI leave that flowery path for aye 
Of childhood, where I ſported many a-day, 
Warbling and ſauntering careleſly along; 
Where every face was innocent and gay, 
Each vale romantick, tuneful every tongue, ; 
Sweet, wild, and artleſs all, as Edwin's infant ſong. 
Ig ©, 33 
Periſh the lore that deadens young deſire” 
Is the foft tenor of my ſong no more. 
Edwin, though loved of heaven, muſt not aſpire 
To blifs, which mortals never knew before. 
Oa trembliug wings let youthful fancy foar, 
Nor always haunt the ſunny realms of joy; 
But now and then the ſhades of life explore ; 
Though many a ſound and fight of woe annoy. 
And many a-qualm of care his riſing hopes deſtroy. 


76370175 F046 V. 

Vigour from toil, from trouble patience grows. 
The weakly bloſſom, warm in ſummer bower, 
Some tints of tranſient beauty may diſcloſe; 
But ah it withers in the chilling hour. 

Mark yonder oaks : Superior to the power 

Of all the warring winds of heaven they riſe, 
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36 
And from the ftormy promontory tower, 
And toſs their grant arms amid the ſkies, | _ 
While each aſſailing blaſt increaſe of ſtrength ſupplies. 
1 Ot „ 5 Ke 
And now the downy check and deepen d voice 
Gave dignity to Edwin's blooming prime; 
And walks of wider circuit were his choice, 
And vales more wild; and mountains more ſublime. 
One evening as he framed the careleſs ryhme, 
It was his e 'zander far abroad, „ 
And ober a lonely eminence to climb, 1 
Which heretofore his foot had never trode; 
A vale appear'd below, a deep retir'd abode. 


: bg? FR | | 
Thither he hied, enamour'd of the ſcene; _ 
For rocks on rocks piled, as by magic ſpell, 

Here ſcorch'd with lightening there with ivy greens 

Fenced from the north and eaſt this ſavage dell; 

Southward a mountain roſe with eaſy ſwell, 

Whoſe long long groves eternal murmur made; 

And towards the weſtern ſun a ſtreamlet fell, 

Where, through the cliffs, the eye, remote: ſurvey'd 

Blue hills, and glittering waves, and ſkies in goldarray'd. 


Along this narrow valley you might ſee.» _. 
The wild dear ſporting on the meadow ground, 

And, here and there, a ſolitary tree, 

Or moſſy ſtone, or rock with woodbine crown?” 
Oft did the cliffs reveberate the found e 

Of parted fragments tumbling from on high; 
And from the ſummit of that craggy mound . , 
The pearching eagle oft was heard to cry, 
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Or on reſounding wings to ſhoot athwart the ſky. 
One cultivated ſpot there was, that fpread '' 
Its flowery boſom to the noonday beam, 
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Where many a roſe- bud rears its bluſhing head, 
And herbs for food with future plenty teem. 
Sooth'd by the lulling ſound of grove and ſtream 
© Romantick viſions ſwarm on Edwin's ſoul : 
He minded not the ſun's laſt trembling gleam, 
Nor heard from far the twillight curfew toll ;— 
When flowly on his ear theſe moviug accents flole. 


| | a 4h - by | 
Hail, awful ſcenes that calm the troubled breaſt, 
And woo the weary to profound repoſe ; 
Can paſſton s wildelt uproar lay to reſt, 
| © Aud whiſper comfort to the man of woes ! : 
= _ Here Innocence may wander ſafe from foes, — 4 
And Contemplation ſoar on ſeraph wings. 
O Solitude, the man who thee cee 
When lucre Jures him, or ambition ſtings, 
Shall never know the ſource whence real grandeur 
ſprings. in ee 
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© Vain man, is grandeur given to gay attire? - 
Then let the butterfly thy pride upbraid => 
© To friends, attendants, armies, bought with hire? 
It is thy weakneſs that requires their aid: 

To palaces, with gold and gems inlay'd ? 

© They fear the thief, and tremble in the ſlorm? 
To hoſts, through carnage who to conqueſt: wade ? 
© Behold the victor ey. d by the worm 

© Behold, what deeds of woe the locuſt can perform 
3 3 
© True dignity is his, whoſe tranquil mind 15 

Virtue has raiſed above the things below, 

Who, every hope and fear to heaven rags. 

„ Shrinks not, though fortune aim her deadlieſt blow, 
bis ſtrain from amidſt the rocks was heard to flow 
In ſolemn ſounds. Now beam'd the evening ſtar ; 
And from embattled clouds emerging ſlow 
Cynthia came riding on her filver car; 4 

And hoary mountain-cliffs ſhone faintly from afar 


COR 7 
XIII. peg: 
Bowls ad the ſolemn voice its theme renew: 
(While Edwin wrapt in wonder liſtening ſtood) 
Ve tools and toys of tyranny, adieu, 
© Scorn'd by the wiſe and hated by the good ! 
.« Ye only can engage the ſervile brood : A 
Of Levity and Tat, who, all their das. 4 
© Aſhamed of truth and Fherty, have woo'd, _ = 
And hug'd the chain, that glittering on their gaze 
G Seems bv outſhine the pomp of heaven's empyreal 
* DIaze 


"> 


XIV. 
« Like them, abandon'd to Ambition's ſway, 
I ſought for glory in the paths of guile ; 

And fawn'd and ſmil'd to plunder and betray, 

* Myſelf betray'd and plunder'd all the while : 

« So gnaw'd the viper the corroding file. 

But now with pangs of keen remorſe I rue 

© Thoſe years of trouble and debaſement vile. 

© Yet why ſhould I this cruel theme purſue !_ 
Fly, fly, deteſted thoughts, for ever from my view. 


XV. 
The guſts of appetite, the clouds of care, 
And ſtorms of diſappointment, all oꝰerpaſt, i 
© Henceforth no earthly hope with heaven ſhall ſhare 
This heart, where peace ſerenely ſhines at laſt. 
And if for me no treaſure be amaſs'd,. >: 
And if no future age ſhall hear my name, 
I lurk the more ſecure from fortune's blaſt, | 
* And with more leiſure feed this pious flame, 
* Whole rapture far tranſcends the faireſt hopes of fame, 


XVI. 
© 'The end ad the reward of toil is reſt. 
© Be all my prayer for virtue and for peace. 
Of wealth and fame, of pomp and power poſſeſs'd, 
* Who ever felt his weight of woe decreaſe ! 
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15 


1 * Ah ! what avails the love of Rome and Grece, 
j * The Jay heaven-prompted, and harmonious ftring, 
The duſt of Ophir, or the Tyrian fleece, 
All that art, fortune, enterprize, can bring, 
If envy, ſcorn, remorſe, or pride the boſom wring ! 


Ld, 3 -" RT 18 
Let Vanity adorn the marble tomb | 
With trophies,' ryhmes, and ſcutcheons of renown, 
In the deep dungeon of ſome Gothic dome, 

Where night and deſolation ever frown. _ 
Mine be the breezy hill that ſkirts the down; 
Where a green graſſy turff is all I crave, 
* With here and there a violet beſtrown, = 
* Faſt by a brook, or fountain's murmuring wave 
„And many an evening ſun ſhine ſweetly on my grave. 


XVIII. 


# 


And Amer let the village ſwain repair! 
And, light of heart, the village maiden gays: 
© To 3 with flowers her half-diſhevel d hair, 
And celebrate the merry morn of May. _ 
© Therelet the ſhepherd's pipe the hve-long day 
Fill all the grove with love's bewitching wo; 
And when mild evening comes with mantle prey, 
Let not the blooming band make haſte to go; 
No gholt nor ſpell my long and laſt abode ſhall know. 


| 1 : XIX. 
For though I fly to ſcape from Fortune's rage, 
© And bear the ſcars of envy, ſpite, and ſcorn, 
3 Vet with mankind no horrid war I wage, 
_— Vet with no impious ſpleen my breaſt is torn : 
| For virtue loſt, and ruin d man I mourn. 
5 O Man, creation s pride, heaven's darling child, 
=_ * Whom nature's beſt divineſt gifts adorn, 
_ * Why from thy home are truth and joy exiled. 
= © And all thy favourite hauats with blood and tears de 
filed! 8 c 
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Along on glitteriug ſky what, glory ſtreams f. 
What Majeſty attends mght's lovely queen! 
Fair laugh our wallies in t e vernal beams . 
And mountains riſe, and oceans roll between, 
And all conſpire to beautify the ſcene. | 


© But, in the mental world, what chaos drear ; Ep 2 
What forms of mouruful, loathſome, furious mein! 1 
O when ſhall that eternal morn appear, » = 
* 'Thefe dreadful forms to chaſe, this chaos dark taclear! i 
07 3207-21 4348! RE & OK oy 845 _— 


O thou, at whoſe creative ſmile, yon heaven, 
In all the pomp of beauty, life, and light, 
£ Roſe from th' abyſs ! when dark confuſion driven 
Down down the bottomleſs profound of night, 
« Fled, where he ever flies thy piercing ſight; 
O glance on theſe ſad ſhades one pitying ray, 
To blaſt the fury of oppreſſive night, 
Melt the hard h-art to love and mercy's ſway, 
* And chear the wandering ſoul, and light him on the 
| Way." f . 
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Silence enſued: and Edwin raiſed his eyes 
In tears, for grief lay heavy at his heart. 
And is it thus in courtly life? (he cries) | 
That man to man acts a betrayer's part? 
« And dares he thus the gifts of heaven pervert, 
Each ſocial inſtinct, and ſublime defire ; — 
< Hail Poverty! if honour, wealth, and art, 
II what the great purſue, and learn'd admire, _ 
Thus diſſipate and quench the ſoul's etherial fire? 


5 XXIII. 
He faid and turn'd away; nor did the Sage 
O'erhear, in filent oriſons employ d. 

The youth his riſiag. ſorrow to aſſuage, 
Home as he hied, the evening ſcene enjoy'd: 
For now no cloud obſcures the ſtarry void ; 
The yellowmoonlight ſleeps on all the hills; 
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Nor is tte mind with ſtarting ſounds antioy'd, - 


* 


A ſoothing murmur the lone region ſills, 
Of groves, and dying gales, and melancholy rills. 
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But he from day to day more anxious grew. 
The voice ſtill ſeem'd to vibrate en his ear. 
Nor durſt he hope the Hermit's tale untrue; 
For man he ſcem'd to love, and heaven to fear; 
And none ſpeaks falſe, where there is none to hear. 
Vet can man's gentle heart become ſo fell! 
No more in vain conjecture let me wear 
« ty hours away, but ſeek the Hermit's cell; 
Tis he my doubt can clear, perbaps my care diſpe).” 


At early dawn the youth his journey took, 

And many a mountain paſs'd and valley wide, 

Then reach the wild; wherein a flowery nook, 

And ſeated on a moſly ſtone ; he ſpied 

An ancient man: his harp lay him beſide. 

A ftag ſprang from the paſture at his call, . 

And, kneeling, lick'd the wither'd hand, that tied 

A wreathe of weodbine round his antlers tal! 
And hung his lofty neck with many a floweret ſmall. 
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And now the hoary Sage aroſe, and faw 

The wanderer approaching: innocence 

Smil'd on Lis plowing cheek, but modeſt awe 

Depreſs'd lis eye, that fear'd to give offence. | 

« \Whoart thou, courteous ſtranger; and from whenee? 

© Why roam thy fleps to this abandon'd dale?“ 

© A ſhepherd boy (the Youth replied), far hence 
My habitaticn ; hear my artleſs tale; RN 
Nor levity nor falſtood ſhall.thine ear aſſail. 
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* Late as 1 roamed, intent on Nature's charms, 
d rezch'd at eve this wilderneſs profound; 
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And leaning where yon oak expands her arms, 4 
Heard theſe: rude cliffs thine awful voice rebound, 
For in thy ſpeech I recogniſe the ſound.)  * 
« You moura d for ruin'd man and virtue loſt, _ 
And ſeem'd to fee] of keen remorſe the wound, 
_ © Pondering on former days, by guilt engroſ'd, f 
Or in the gidly ſtorm of diſſi pat ion toſs . 
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But ſay in courtly life can eraft be learn d, 

Where knowledge opens and exalts the ſon!; 

Where fortune laviſnes her gifts unearn'd, 

Can ſelfiſhneſs the liberal heart contronl? 

Is glory there achicv'd by arts as foul 
As thoſe which felons, fiends, and furies plan? 

Spiders enſtiare, ſnakes poiſon, tygers prowl ;_ 

«© Love is the godlike attribute of man. | 


O teach a fimple youth this myſtery to ſcan. © Ts 


„ne . pnnty cg 

Or elſe the lamentable ftrain diſclam 

* And give me back the calm contented mind 
0 Which, late, exulting view'd, in Nature's frame "of 
Gocdneſs untainted, wiſdom unconfined, 

* Grace, grandeur, and utility combined. 

* Reſtore thoſetranquil days, that ſaw me till 
ell pleaſed with all, but moſt with humankind ; 

* When fancy roam*d through Nature's works at will, 


© Uncheck'd by cold diſtruſt, and uninform'd of ill. 


« Wouldit thou (the Sage replied) in peace return 

To the gay dreams of fond romantic youtbL, 

© Leave me to hide in this remote ſojourn, 

EFrom every gentle ear the dreadful truth: 

For if my deſultory ſtrain with ruth 

And indignation make thine eyes o erflow, 

Alas! what comfort could thine anguiſh ſcoth, 
Shouldſt thou th* extent of human Bly kinks, 
Be ignorance thy choice, where knowledge leads to wo 


1 * 


85 XXXI. 5 
put le 3 N afar be en; ; 
+ Nor venture to arraign, the dread decre:: 
For know, to man, as: candidate -for heaven, 
he voice of The Eterna! F 
And this divine prerogative to Then 5 
© Does virtue, happineſs, and keaven convey 5 
« For virtue is the child of liberty, 
And happineſs of virtue, nor can they _ 
ge free to keep the paths who are not free to ſtray. 


XXXI l. | 
Ne "hg me not. I would alloy u that er 5 
Which elſe might thy young virtue o'er pover,; 
And in thy converſe I ſhall find relief, 5 
When the dark ſhades of melancholy lower; 1 
For ſolitude has many a dreary hour, 
Even when exempt from grief, remorſe and pain : 
Come often then, for haply, in my bower, 
* Amuſement, knowledge, wiſdom, thou may 'ſt gain: 
. 17 10 one ſoul i inprove, L have not lived in vain. 


XXXIII. , 

And now at at length, to Edwin' 1 gaze 
The Muſe of hiſtory unrolls her page. 

But few, alas! the fcenes her art diſplays, 1 

To charm his fancy, or his heart engage. 

Here Chiefs their thirſt of power in blood aſſwage, 
An ſtraight their flames with tenfold fierceneſs burn: 
Here ſmiling Virtue promps the patriot's . 

But lo, erelong, i is left alone to mourn, 


And lan guiſh ir in the duſt, and SO thi abandon'd u urn. 


XXXIV. 


Ah, what avails (he ſaid) to trace the ſprings 
5 That whirl of empire the ſlupendous wheel ! 
Ah, what have I to do with conquering kings, 

4 Hauds drench'd i in blood, and N 2 with 


« ſteel ! 


- 


i 


beth ns ( 


\ 


To thoſe whom nature taught to think and feel, 


Heros, alas! are thi 
Could Hiftory man's 


nos of ſmall concern, 


Nerut heart reveal, 


« And what imports a heaven- born mind to learn, 
ſcripts to explore whzt boſom would not earn! 


Her tran 


+ : 
3 . 
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* This praiſe, O Cheronean Sage®, is thine. 

« (Why ſhould this praife to the atone belong! 
All elſe from Nature's moral path decline, 

© Lured by the toys that captivate the throng 5 


To herd in cabinets and camps, among 


_ 


© Spoil, carnage, and the cruel pomp of pride 
Or chaunt of herajdry the drowſy ſong, | 
How tyrant blood, o'er many a region wide. 


„ il 


O who of man the Rory will unfold, 


Ere victory and empire wrought annoy, 
In that elyſian age (miſnamed of gold) 


Thie age of love, and innocence, and joy, 


i 


Rolls to a thouſand thrones its cxecrable tide. 


d+ 


When all were great and free! man's fole employ - 
To deck the boſom of his parent earth; 
Or toward his bower the murmuring ſtream decoy 


To aid the flowerets long- expected birth, 


And lull the bed of peace and crown the boardof mirth. 


IE +—»- 
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Sweet were your ſhades. O ye primeval groves, 

+ Whoſe boughs to man his food and ſhelter lent, 

Pure in his pleaſures, happy in his loves, | 
His eye ſtill ſmiliag, and his heart content. 
Then, hand in hand, Health, Sport, and Labour went. 
Nature ſupply'd the wiſh ſhe taught to crave. 
None prowl'd for prey, none watch'd to circumvent. 
To all an equal lot Heaven's bounty gave: 


* No vaſſal fear d his lord, en 


D 3 


o tyrant fear'd his ſlave. 


— - 


* —— 
— 


* Prur Ac. 
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— 


— 


6 But ah! the Hiftorick Muſe has never 1 


e 
5 oF + - Nm untt 8 


, Vo pierce thoſe hallo w'd bowers; tis fancy s beam 
? Pour d on the vifion of the enraptur d Bard, 
That paints the charms of that delicious theme. 


Then hail ſweet Fancy $ ray! and hail the dream 


That weans the weary ſoul from guilt and woe! 


_ + Careleſs what others of my choice may deem, 


long where Love and Fancy lead to go, 


6 Aulmeditate Op heaven; ; een of, earth I bose. 


* 


| XXXIX. 

I cannot blame thy choice; rhe Sage replied), 
For ſoft and ſmooth are Fancy's flowery ways. 

And yet, even there, if left without a guide, 
. 5 young adventurer unſafely plays. 

Eyes dazzled long by Fiction's gaudy rays 
6 In modeſt Truth no light nor beauty find. 
And who, my child, would truſt the meteor- blaze, 
That ſoon muſt fail. and leave the wanderer blind, 


3 More dark and helpleſs far, than if it ne'er had ſhined? 


AT 


1 Fancy enervates, while it ſooths, the heart, 


And while it dazzles, wounds the mental fight : 
To joy each heightening charm it can impart, 
But wraps the hour of wo in tenfold night. 
And often where no real ills affright, 
Its vihonary fiends, and endleſs train, 
Aſſail with equal or fyperior might, 

« An] through the throbbing heart and dizzy brain, 


And ſhiv- ering nerves, ſhoot ſtings of more than mortal 


pain. 


* 4 
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SEL 


„And yet, alas, the real ills of life 


Claim the full vigour of à mind prepared, 


« Prepared for patient, long, laborious leite, 


© Its guide Experieuce, and Truth its a kate 


» . N 
na! 


vs We fare on earth as other men have fared 4 

Were they ſucceſsful? let not us deſpair... +» 

Was diſappointment often their ſole reward? 

Let ſhall their tale inſtruct, if it declare, | 

© How they have born he load ourſelves are doom'd to 

. 6 bear. * N ; 

XIII. 5 

1 « What 9 25 th Hiſtorick Muſe adorn, 5 ſpoils; 
And blood, and tyrants, when ſhe wings her flight, 
To hail the patriot Prince, whoſe pious toils 

Sacred to Science, liberty, and right, 


© And peace, through every age divinely bright ) 


© Shallſhine the boaſt and wonder of mankiud ! 
Sees yonder ſun from his meridian height, 
A lovlier ſcene, than Virtue thus infhrined 
I In power, and man with man for mutual aidcombined? 
1 
s Hal, ford Polity, by Freedom rear'd ! Fe 
; Hall facred f eedom, whea by Law reſtrained ! 
© Without you what were wan, a groveling herd 
In darkneſ#, wretchedneſs, and want enchain, d 
Sublimed by yu, the Greek and Roman 8 d 
In arts unrival'®.; O to lateſt days, : 
© In Albion may your influence unprofaned  -, 
* To godlike worth the generous boſom raiſe, 
To prompt the Sage's lore, and bre the poet s lays, 


| XLIV. | 

_ But now let ether themes our care engage. 
For lo, with modeſt yet majeſtick grace, 
% curb Linaginations lawleſs rage, 
« And from within the cheriſh'd heart to brace, 
« Philoſophy appears. The gloomy race 
Zy Indoleace and moping fancy bred, « 

Fear, Diſcontent, Solicitude give place, 
« And Hope aad Courage brightens i in thor fend, 
* While on the kiadling foul her vital beams are ed. 


_ 


1 * na . 
1 > | 
1 ey NN Hows LE TIS WE 
_ Then mw 65 on lug lethargy to life* 
Ihe ſeeds of happihets and powers of thought 


Then jarring appetites ſorgo their ſtrife, 

= 2A ſtrife by ignorance to madneſs wrought. --- 

=. - * Pleaſure by Lins e man is dearly bought © 

= * With fell Rs. luſt that deics controul, 
With gluttony and death. The mind untaught | 

Is a dark waſte, where fiends and tempeſts howl ; 

As Ln to oof world, 18 Science to the ſoul. | 


. ERS 'XLVI. 
_—_ 4 And Reaſon now through Number, Time, and Space, 
1 Darts the keen luſt ue of her ſerious eye, i 
And learns, from acts compared, the laws to trace, 
W.. oſe long progreiuon leads to Deity. 
Can mortal ſtrength preſume to ſoar ſo high! 
Can mortal fight, fo. oft be dim'd with tears, 
Such glory bear! for lo, the ſhadows fly, 
From Nature's facet 3 Confuſion diſappears,. 
1 And order chærms the eye, and Harmony the cars. 


XLVII. . 15 
In the deep windings of the grove, no more 
The hag obſcene, and grieſſy phantom dwell; 
Nor in the fall of mountaia-ftream, or roar © 
Of winds, is heard the angry ſpirit's yell; 
No wizard mutters the tremendous ſpell, 
* Nor'finks convulſive in prophetic ſwoon 
Nor bids the noiſe of drums and trumpets ſwell, 
To eaſe of fanci:d pangs the labouring moon, 
* Or chace the ſhade that blots the Ts orb of noon. 


n — 


ba "© The influence of tlie Philoſophick Spirit—in "RE 
manizing the mind, and preparing it for intellectual 
exertion and delicate pleaſure ;—in exploring, by the 
help of geometfy, the ſyſtem of the univerſe ;—in ba- 
niſhing Neri; in promoting navigation, agri- 
culture, medicine, Aud moral dot political ſcience:.— 


Et. from Stanza XI. V, to Stanza LV. 
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1 
XLVIII. 
6 Many a long: lingering year, in lonely ile, | 


Stun d with th” eterual turbulence of waves,  . 
Lo, with dim eyes, that never learn d to ſmile, ._ 


And trembling hands, the famiſh'd native craves 
© of Heaven his wretched fare; ſhivering in caves, 


Or feorchtd on rocks, he pines from day to day; 


« But Science gives the word; and lo, he braves 
The ſurge and tempeſt, lighted by her ray, 


Aud to a happier land wafts merrily away. 


XLIX. 
And even where Nature loads the teeming piaing 
With the full pomp of vegetable ſtore, 
Her bounty, unimproved, is deadly bane: 
Dark woods and rankling wilds, bo ſhore to ſhore, 
Stretch their enormous gloom ; which to explore 


Even Fancy trembles, in her ſprightlieſt mood; 


For there, each eycball gleams with luſt of gore, 
Neſtles each marderous and each monſterous broed, 


Plague lurks i in every ſuade, and ſteams from every Hood. 
L. 


© Twas Crna Philofophy man learn'd to tame 8 
The ſoil by plenty to intemperauce fed. 


o, from the echoing ax, and rage are fe flame, 


* Poiſon and plague and yelling rage are fled, 

The waters buriting from their ſlimy bed, 

« Bring health and melody to exery vale ; . 

, And; from the breezy. main, and-mountain's Lead, 
: Ceres. and Flora to the ſunny dale, 


To fan their glowing e invite the fptzering gale. 


And yet a fe ſoſt nights _ balmꝝ days impart. 


ys 


What dire neceſſities on every hand 2 
Our art, our ſtrength, our fortitude require 155 
Of foes inteſtine what a numerous band | 
*A gainſt this little throb of life conſpire |. 1 

© Yet Science can elude their fatal ire 

A while, and:turn afide death's level'd dart. 

© Sooth:the ſharp pang, allay the fever's fire, 
And brace the nerves once more, and cheer the heart, 


« * 


Flutters thy breaſt with fear, or pants for fame, 


* How ſweet the / words of truth breath'd from lips of 


< Prepares with lenient hand their phrenzy to aſſwage. 


— 


« Secure thall lift its head on high, nor fear 


And Induſtry and Law maintain their ſway ſevere.“ x : 


Wantons on fickle pinions through the ſkies z 
Bnt, fix'd in aim, and conſcious of her power, 
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_ © Andoceans from their mighty mound recoil, 
When tyrants ſcourge, or demagogues embrouyl 


reation's blended ſtores arranging as the flies. 


- 


; 1 W243. : 
| Woo TOY 
Nor leſs to regulate man's moral frame 
« Science exerts herall-compoling ſway. 


Or pines'to Indolence and Spleen a prey, 46M 
Or Avarice, a fiend more fierce than they 

« Flee to the ſhade of Academus' grove; 
Where cares moleſt not, diſcord melts away _ . 
In harmony, and the pure paſſions prove, (Love. 


| Ja FE: 5 
* What cannot Art and Induſtry perform, 
© Whence Science plans the progreſs of their toil | 
* They ſmile at penury, diſeaſe and Rorm ; / 


A land, or when the rabbles headlong rage 
+ Order transforms to anarchy and fpoil, 
* Deep-verſed in man the philoſophick Sage 


. LIV. : Gs 
« *Tis he alone, whoſe comprehenſive mind, 
rom ſituation, temper, ſoil, and clime 
Explored, a nation's various powers can bind 
And various orders, in one Form ſublime. ; 
Of polity, that, midit the wrecks of time, 


© TH affault of foreign or domeſtic crime, 
While public faith, and public love fincere, 


5 E. 
Enraptured by the Hermits ſtrain, the Youth 
Proceeds the path of Science to explore: 
And now, expanding to, the beams of Truth, 
New energies, and charms unknown before, 
His Mind diſclofes : Fancy now no more 


Sublime from cauſe to cauſe exults to rife, 


1 4 


31 3 
8 


Nor love of novelty Ea. p 

"Their laws and nice dependencies to ſcan; 

For, mindful of the aid that life requires, 
And of the fervices man owes to man, 

He meditates new arts on Nature's plan; 

The cold deſpondiag breaſt of Sloth to warm, 
The flame of Induſtry and Genius fan, 

And Emulation's noble rage alarm, 


And the long hours of Toil and Solitude to bi 


LYIL | 

But She, who ſet on fire his infant heart, 

And all his dreams, and all his wanderings ſhared 

And bleſs'd the Miſe, and het celeſtial art 

Still claim'd the Enthuſiaſt's fond and firit regard, 

From Nature's beauties varzouſly compared | 

And variouſty combined, he learns to frame 

Thoſe forms of bright perfection, which the Bard, 

While boundleſs hopes and boundleſs views tame, 
Enamour'd conſecrates to never-dying fame. 


5 LVIII. 
Of late, wich cumberſome, though po pos ſhow, 
Edwin would oft his flowery ryhme defaces 
Through ardour to adorn ; but nature now » 
To his experienced eye a modeſt grace 
Preſents, where ornament the ſecond place 
Holds, to intrinfick worth and juſt deſign 
Subſervient ſtill. Simplicity apace 
Tempers his rage: he owns her charm divine, 
1 clears th* ambiguous Phraſe, and lops th) ng 


line. 


| LIX. 
Fain would I ſing (much yet unfung remains) 
What ſweet delirium o'er his boſom ſtole, 
When the great Shepherd of the Mantuan plains“ 
His IP OE ER melody ” gan roll: 


lun Ar „ 2 9 DIM — —Y 


* * 


Fain would I Hug, what tranſport ſlorm'd his ſou}, 
ov che red current throbb d his veins along, 
When like Pelides, bold beyond controul, 


Gracefully terrible. ſublimely ſtrong, (ſong. 
Homer raiſed high to heaven the loud, th' impetuous 
| 3 "$2 + 


And how his lyre, though rude her firſt eſſays, 
Now ſleill'd to footh, to triumph to complain, . 
Warbling at will through each harmonious maze, 
Was taught to modolate the artful ſtrain, 
I fain would fing :—but ah! I firive in vain.— 
Zighs from a breaking heart my voice.confound. — 
With trembling ſteps to join yon weeping train, 
J hafte, where gleams funereal glare around, (ſound. 
Aud mix'd with ſhrieks of woe, the knells of death re- 
2 TY r 
Adieu, ye lays, that Fancy's flowers adorn, 
The ſoft amuſement of the vacant mind! 
He ſleeps in duſt, and all the Muſes mourn, 
He, whom each Virtue fired, each grace refined, 
Friend, teacher, pattern, darling of mankind !* 
He fleeps in duſt. Ah, how ſhould I purſue, 
My theme | To heart-conſuming grief refign'd 
Here on his recent grave I fix my view, 3 
And pour my bitter tears. Ve flowery lays adieu! 


| = ne 4 rat #3 LXII. ® 
Art thou my Cans **, for ever fied ! 

And am I left to unavailing woe! | 

When fortune's ſtorms aſſail this weary head, 
Where cares Jong ſince have ſhed untimely now, 
Ah, now for comfort whither ſhall I go! 

No more thy ſoothing voice my anguiſh chears: 
Thy placid eyes with ſmiles no longer glow, 
My hopes to cheriſh, and allay my fears, — (tears 
"Tis meet that L-ſhould mourn :—flow forth afreſh my 


» This excellent perſon died ſuddenly, on the 10th 
of February 1773. The concluſion of the poem was 
written a few days after, 
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HEN in the crimſon cloud of Even 
The lingering light decays, 
And Heſper on the front of heaven 
His glittering gem diſplays ; 
Deep in the ſilent vale, unſeen, 
Befide a lulling ſtream, 
A penſive Youth of placid mein, 
Indulged this tender theme. 


Ye cliffs, 1n hoary grandeur piled 
High o'er the glimmering dale; 
Le woods, along whoſe windings wild 
Murmurs the 5 te gale ; 
Where Melancholy ſtrays forlorn, 
And Woe retires to weep, 
What time the wan moon's yellow horn 
Gleams on the weſtern deep : 


To you, ye waſtes, whoſe artleſs charms 
Ne'er drew Ambition's eye, 

Scaped a tumultuous world's alarms, 

To your retreats I fly. 

Deep i in your moſt ſcqueſter'd bower 
Let me at laſt recline, 

Where Solitude, mild, modeſt Power, 


Leans on her ivy'd ſhrine. 


* This, and moſt of the following pieces, are taken 
from a Collection of juvenile Poems by the ſame hand, 
publiſh d many years ago. The Editor hopes they 
will be agreeable to his readers: but it was with diffi- 
culty he could prevail on the Author to conſent to their 
being reprinted. 
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How ſhall I woo thee matchleſs Fair! 
Thy heavenly ſmile how win | | 


Thy ſmile that ſmooths the brow of Care, 


And ſills the ſtorm within. 

O wilt thou to thy favourite grove 
Thine ardent votary bring, 

And bleſs his hours, and bid them move 


Serene, on ſilent wing. 


Oft let remembrance ſooth his mind 
With dreams of former days, 

When in the lap of Peace reclined 
He framed his infant lays ; 

When Fancy roved at large, nor Care 
Nor cold diſtruſt alarm'd 

Nor Envy with malignant glare 

His ſimple youth had harm'd, 


”T'was then, O Solitude, to thee 

Flis early vows were paid, 
Prom heart ſincere, and warm, and free, 
Devoted to the ſhade. 

Ah why did fate his ſteps decoy 

In ſtormy paths to roam, 

Remote from all congenial joy ! 

O take the Wanderer home, 


Thy ſhades, thy ſilence, now be mine, 
Thy charms my only theme; 
My haunt the hollow cliff, whoſe pine 
Waves o'er the gloomy ſtream, 
Whence the ſcared owl on pinions grey 
Breaks from the ruſthng boughs, 
And down the lone vale fails away 

1% more profound repoſe. 


U while to thee the woodland pours 
Its wildly warbling ſong. 

And balmy from the banks of flowers 
* he zephyr Lreaths along; 


„„ 


Let no rade ſonnd invade from far. 
No vagrant foot be nigh, 

No ray from Grandeur's gilded car, 
Fa on the ſtartled eye. 


But if ſome pilgrim through the glade 

Thy hallow' 4 _ ex 1 a 

O Zuse from harm his — bead, 

And liſt en to his lore: | 

For he of joys. divine ſhall tell 

That wean from earthly woe, 

And triumph o'er the mighty ſpelt 
That chains this heart below. 


For me no more the path weites 
Ambition loves to treaddꝰ/ 
No more I climb thoſe toilſome heights 
By guileful Hope miſled ; 
Leaps my fond fluttering heart no more 
To Mirth's enlivening ſtrain ; „ 
For preſent pleaſure — is oer; 


And all the paſt is vain. 
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TILL ſnall unthinking man ſubſtantial deem 

The forms that fleet through life's deceitful dream? 
On clouds, where Fancy's beams amuſive plays, 
Shall heedleſs Hope the tow'ring fabric raiſe ? 
Tilh at Deaths touch the fairy viſions fly, 
And real ſcenes ruſh diſmal on the eye; | 
And from Ely ſium's balmy ſlumber tor,, 
The ſtartled ſoul awakes, to think and mourn, 

O ye, whoſe hours in jocund train advance, 
Whoſe ſpirits to the ſong of gladneſs dance, 
Who flowery vales in endleſs view furvey 
Glittering in beams of viſionary day; 

O, yet while Fate delays th' impending woe, 

Be rouſed to thought, anticipate the blow ; 

_ Left, like the lightening's glance, the ſudden ill 
Flaſh to confound, and penetrate to kill 

Left, thus encompaſs'd with funeral gloom, 

Like me, ye bend o'er ſome untimely tomb, 

Pour your wild ravings in Night's frighted ear, 

And half pronounce R ſacred doom ſevere. 

Wiſe, Beauteous, Good! O every grace combined, 
That charms the eye, or captivates the mind! 

Fair, as the floweret opening on the morn, 
Whoſe leaves bright drops of liquid pearl adorn ! 
Sweet, as the downy-pinion'd gale, that roves 

To gather fragrance in Arabian groves ! 

Mild as the ſtrains, that, at the cloſe of day, 
Warbling remote, along the vale decay !— 

Yet, why with theſe compared ? What tints ſo fine, 
What ſweetneſs, mildneſs, can be match'd with thine ? - 
Why roam abroad? Since ſtill, to Fancy's eyes, 

I ſee, I fee thy lovely form ariſe. 

Still let me gaze, and every care beguile, 

Gaze on that cheek, where all the Graces ſmile; 
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That ſoul- expreſſing eye. benignly bright, 
Where meekneſs beams ineffable delight ;. 
That brow, where Wiſdom fits enthroned ſerene, 
Each feature forms, and dignifies the mien: 

| Still let me liſten, while her words impart _ 

The ſweet effuſions of the blameleſs heart, 

Till all my ſou), each tumult charm'd away, 
Yields, gently led, to Virtue's eaſy ſway. 

By thee inſpired, O Virtue, Age is young, 
And muſic warbles from the faultering tongue: 
Thy ray creative chears the clouded brow, 
And decks the faded cheek with roſy glow, 
Brightens the joyleis aſpect, and ſupplies 
Pure heavenly luſtre to the languid eyes: 
But when youth's living bloom reflects thy beams, 
Reſiſtleſs on the view the glory ſtreams, 
Love, Wonder, Joy, alternately alarm, 
And beauty dazzles with apgelic charm. 

And whither fled !—ye dear illuſions ſtay— 
Lo, pale and filent lies the lovely clay.— 
Hou are the roſes on that cheek decay'd, _ 
Which late the purple light of youth diſplay-d! 
Health on her form each ſprightly grace beſtow'd: 
With life and thought each ſpeaking feature glow'd. 
Fair was the flower and ſoft the vernal ſky ; 
Elate with hope we deem'd no tempeſt nigh ; 
When lo, a whirlwind's inſtantaneous * 
Left all its beauties withering in the duſt. 

All cold the hand, that ſooth'd Woe's weary head! 
And quench'd the eye, the pitying tear that ſhed! 

And mute the voice, whoſe pleaſing accents ſtole, 
Infuſing balm into the rankled ſoul i 

O Death why arm with cruelty thy power, 

And ſpare the idle weed, yet lop the flower ! 

Why fly thy ſhafts in lawleſs error driven? 
Is Virtue then no more the care of Heaven 
Bat peace, bold thought! be ſtill my burſting heart? 
We, not ELl:iza, felt the fatal dart. 


Nor bleſs the hand that broke the galling chain? 


O'er the dun gloom a dreadful glimmering throw? 
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Scaped the dark dungeon does the flave complain, - 


Say, pines not Virtue for the lingering morn, - 
On this dark wild condemn'd to roam forlorn ? 
Where Reaſon's meteor rays, with ſickly glow, 


Diſcloſing dubious to th? affrighted eye 
O'erwhelming mountains tottering from on high, 
Black biltowy ſeas in ſtorm perpetual toſs'd, 
And weary ways in wildering labyrinths loft. 
O happy ſtroke, that burſts the bonds of clay, 
Darts through the reading gloom the blaze of day, 
And wings the ſoul with boundlleſs flight to ſoar, 
Where dangers threat, and fears alarm no more. 
Tranſporting thought! here let me wipe away 
The tear of grief, and wake a bolder Jay. 
But ah! the ſwimming eye o'crflows anew, 
Nor check the ſacred drops to pity due; 
Lo, where in ſpeechleſs, hopeleſs anguiſh, bend 
O'er her loved duſt, the Parent, Brother, Friend! 
How vain the hope of man !—But ceaſe thy ſtrain, 
Nor Sorrow's dread ſolemnity profane; | 
Mix'd with yon drooping Mourners, on her bier, 
In filence ſhed the ſympathetick tear. | 
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Trov, who glad'ſt the penſive ſoul, 

O0 More than Aurora's ſmile the ſwain forlora, 

Left all night long to mourn _ T 

Where deflation frowns, and tempeſts how ; 

And ſhrieks of Woe, as intermits the ſtorm, 

Far o'er the monſtrous wilderneſs refound, 

And croſs the gloom darts many a ſhapeleſs form, 

And many a fire-eyed viſage glares around, 

O come, and be once more my gueſt. | 

Come, for thou oft thy ſuppliant s vow haſt heard, 

And oft with ſmiles indulgent chear d | 

And ſooth d him into reſt, 


I. 2. 
Smit by thy rapture-beaming eye é 
Deep flaſhing through the midnight of their min, 
The ſable bands combined, | VEG 
Where Fear's black banner bloats the troubled ſcy, 
Appall'd retire. Suſpicion hides her head, 
Nor dares th” obliquely gleaming eyeball raiſe; 
Deſpair, with gorgon-hgured veil o'erſpread, 
Speeds to dark Phlegethon's deteſted maze. 
Lo, ſtartled at the heavenly ray, 
With ſpeed unwonted Indolence upſprings, 
. And, heaving, lifts her leaden wings, 
And ſullen glides away: 


1 1 
Ten thouſand forms, by Ants Fancy view'd, 
Diſſolve. Above the ſparkling flood 
When Phebns rears his awful brow, 
From lengthening lawn and valley low, 


— 
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The troops of fen-born miſts retire. Uh 
Along the plain | 

The joyous ſwain | 

Eyes the gay villages a in, 

And eee er 3 

While on the billowy ether borne * 
Floats the looſe Jay's jovial meaſure ; 
And light along the fairy Pleaſure, 
Her green robes glittering to the morn, 

Wantons on ſilken wing. And goblins all 

To the damp dungeon ſhrink, or hoary hall, 

Or weſtward, with impetuous fight, 

Shoot to the deſart realms of their congenial Ni ght. 


A AA. . 

| When fiſt on Childhood's eager gaze 

Life's various landſcape, ſtretch'd immenſe around 
Starts out of night profound, 

Thy voice incates to tempt th? untrodden maze. 
Fond he ſurveys thy mild maternal face, 
His baſhful eye ſtill kindling as he views, 
And, while thy lenient arm ſupports his pace, 
With beating heart the upland path purſues ; 
'The path that leads, where, hung ſublime, 
And feen afar, youth s gallant trophies, bright 
In. Fancy's rainbow ray, invite 

His — nerves to climb. 


. 
Purſue thy pleaſurablo way, 
Safe in the guidance of thy Waren — 
While melting airs are heard, | 
And ſoft- eyed cherub forms arcuiid thee 125th 
Simplicity, in careleſs lowers array'd; 
Prattling amuſive in his accent meek ;. 
Abd Modeſty, half turning as afraid. 
The ſmile juft dimpling on his glowing . 
Content and Leiſure, hand in hand | 
With Innocence and Peace; advance, and ing 
And Mirth, in many a mazy ring, 
Fritks o'er the flowery land. 


* 


EN & 


. 3 

Frail man, how various is thy lot below! 
To-day though gales propitieus blow, 
And Peace ſoft gliding down the ſky _ 
Lead Love along and Harmeny, 1 
To-morrow the gay ſcene deforms; 

Then all around „ 

The thunder's found et 

Rolls rattling on through heaven's profound, 
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And down ruſh all the ſtorms. | 
Ye days that balmy influence ſhed, _ | 45 
When ſweet Childhood, ever fprightly, _ 5 
In paths of pleaſure ſported lightly, yr, 
Whither, ah whither are ye fled ! „„ 

Le cherub train, that brought him on his way, 

O leave him not midft tumult and diſmay 
For now youth's eminence he gains: 


— 
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But what a weary length of lingering toil remains 1 


| 3 JJCôö˙ eel er 
They ſhrink, they vaniſh into g ir. 
Now Slander taints with peſtilence the gale; BY 

And mingling cries aſſalll. 

The wail of Woe, and groan of dim Deſpair. 

Lo, wizard Envy from his ſerpent eye 

Darts quick deſtruction in each baleful glance; 

Pride ſmiling ſtern, and yellow Jealouſy, 

Frowning diſdain, and haggard Hate advance; 
Behold, amidſt the dire array, 

Pale wither'd Care his giant - ſtature rears, 

And lo, his iron hand prepares 

To graſp its feeble prey. 


| 3 
Who now will guard bewilder'd youtn 
vafe from the Bice aſſaults of hoſtile rage: 
Such war can Virtue wage, | 
Virtue that bears the ſacred ſhield of 'Truth ? 
Alas! full oft on Guilt's victorious car 
The ſpoils of Virtue are in triumph borne; 
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While the fair captive, mark'd with many a ſcar, 
In lone obſcurity, oppreſs'd, forlorn, 5 
Reſigns, to tears her angel form. 5 

Ill-fated youth, then whither wilt thou fly ? 
No friend, no ſnelter now is nigh, | 
And onward rolls the ſtorm. 

Owe? Vw oo 
But whence the ſudden beam that ſhoots along? 
Why ſhrink aghaſt the hoſtile throng ? 

Lo, from amidſt Affliction's night, 
Hope burſts all radiant on the ſight: 
Her words the troubled boſom ſooth. 
Why thus diſmay'd? N 
Though foes invade, CE PSS ION 
*< Hope ne'er is wanting to their aid, 

* Who tread the path of truth. _ 


= . 4% *Tis I, who fmooth the rugged way, 
4 % I whocloſe:the eyes of Sorrow,” 
« And with glad viſions of to-morrow 
% Repair the weary ſoul's decay. 3 
„When Death's cold touch thrills tothe freezing hearts 
„Dreams of heaven's opening glories I impart, 
Till the freed ſpirit ſprings on hig 
& In rapture too ſevere for weak Mortality.“ 
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PYGCHEO-GERANO-MACHIA,, 


Tur BAT T L "oy _ a 
| PYGMIES axy CRANES. 


From the Latin of 4 DDS O N. 


A pygmy- people, and the feather'd train, 
| Mingling in mortal combat or the plain, 

I ſing. Ye Muſes, favour my deſigns, 

Lead on my ſquadrons, and arrange the lines; 

The flaſhing fwords and fluttering wings difplay, 

And long bills aibbling in the e Fray ; 

Cranes darting with diſdain on tiny foes, 

Conflicting birds and men, and war's unnumber'd woes. 

The wars and woes of heroes fix feet long | 

Have oft reſonnded in Pierian ſong. 

Who has not heard of Colchos' golden fleece, 

And Argo mann'd with all the flower of Greece ? 

Of Thebes? fell brethern, Theſeus ſtern of face, 

And Peleus? ſon unrival'd in the race, 

Eneas founder of the Roman line, f 
And William glorious on the banks of Boyne? 
Who has not learn'd to weep at Pompey's woes, 
And over Blackmore's Epic page to doze ? 
Tis I, who dare attempt unuſual ſtrains, 
Of hoſts unſung, and unfrequented plains ; 
The ſmall ſhrill trump, and chiefs of little fize, ” 
And armies ruſhing down the darken'd ſkies. 
Where India reddens to the early dawn, 
Winds a deep vale from vulgar eye withdrawn: 
Boſomed in groves the lowly region lies, 
And rocky mountains round the borders riſe, 
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He finds the puny manſion fallen to earth, 


The dreaded Pygmy : rouſed by war's alarms 
The faint crane fluttering flaps the ground, and dies; 


And oft the wily dwarf in ambuſh lay, 


And laid her eggs and houtchold gods to reſt, 
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Here, till the doom of fate its fall decreed, 
The empire flouriſh'd of the pygmy- breed; 
Here Induſtry perform d, and Genius plann'd, 
And buſy multitudes o erſpread the land. 
But now to thefe lone bounds if pilgrim ſtray, 
Tempting through craggy cliffs the deſperate way, 


Its godlings mouldering on th? abandon'd hearth ; 
And ftarts where ſmall white bones are ſpread aroung, 
« Or little footſteps lightly print the ground ;* 
While the proud crane her neſt ſecurely builds, 
Chattering amid the deſolated fields. 

But different fates befel her hoſtile rage, 

While reign d, invincible through many an age, 


Forth ruſh'd the madding Mannikin to arms. 
Fierce to the field of death the hero flies: oe 
And by the victor borne (o'erwhelming load!) 
With bloody bill looſe-dangling marks the road. 


And often made the callow young his prey ; 
With flaughter'd victims heap'd his board and ſmiled 
To viſit the fire's treſpaſs on the child. | N 


Oft where his feather'd foe had rear d her neſt, 


Burning for blood, in terrible array, 

The eighteen · inch militia burſt their way: 

All went to wreck; the infant foeman fell, 

When ſcarce his chirping bill had broke the ſell. 
Loud uproar hence, and rage of arms aroſe, 

And the fell rancour of encountering foes; 

Hence dwarfs and cranes one general havock whelms, 

And Death's grim viſage ſcares the pygmy-realms. 

Not half fo furious blazed the warlike fire 

Of Mice, high theme of the Meonian lyre ; - 


When bold to battle march'd th? accouter'd frogs, 


And the deep tumult thunder'd through the bogs * 
Pierced by the javelin-bulruſh on the ſhore 
Here agonizing roil'd the mouſe in gore; 


„ 
And there the frog (a ſcene full ſad to ſee))) 
Shorn of one leg flow ſprawl'd along on three: 
He vaults no more with vigorous hops on high, 
But mourns in hoarſeſt croaks his deſtiny. 
And now the day of woe drew on a pace, 
A day of woe to all the pygmy-race, _ | 
When dwarfs were doom'd (but penitence was vain) 
To rue each broken egg and chicken flain. 
For rouſed to vengeance by repeated wron 
From diſtant climes the long- bill'd legions throng : 
From Strymon's lake, Cayſter's plaſhy meads, | 
And fens of Scythia green with ruſtling reeds ; 
From where the Danube winds through many a land, 
And Mareotis laves the Egyptian ſtrand, 
'Fo rendezvous they waft on eager wing, 
And wait aſſembled the returning ſpring. 
Meanwhile they trim their plumes for length of flight, 
Whet their keen beaks, and twiſting claws for fight ; 
Each crane the pygmy power in thought o'erturns, 
And every boſom for the battle burns. 
When genial gales the frozen air unbind, 
The ſcreaming legions wheel and mount the wind. 
Far in the ſky they form their long array, 
And land and ocean ſtretch'd immenſe ſurvey 
Deep deep beneath; and, triumphing in pride, 
With clouds and winds commix'd, innumerous ride ; 
Fis wild obſtreperous clangour all, and heaven 
Whirls, in tempeſtous undulation driven. 
Nor leſs th' alarm that ſhook the world below, 
Where march'd in pomp of war th' embattled foe; 
Where mannikins with haughty ſtep advance, 
And graſp th' ſhield and couch the quivering lance; 
To right and left the lengthening lines they form, 
And rank d in deep array await the ſtorm. | 
High in the midſt the chieftain-dwarf was ſeen, 
Of glant ſtature and imperial mein: 
Full twenty inches tall he ſtrode along, 
And view'd with lofty eye the wondering throng; 
And, while with many a ſcar his viſage frown'd, 
Bred his broad boſom rough with many a woun ! 
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Of beaks and claws, diſcloſing to their ſight 
The glorious meed of high heroick might. 
For with inſatiate vengeance, he purſued, 
And never-ending hate, the feathery brood. 
Unhappy they, confiding in the length 
Of horny beak, or talon's crooked ſtrength, 
Who durit abide his rage; the blade . 
And from the panting trunk the pinion rends. 
Laid low in duſt the pinion waves no more, 
The trunk disfigured ſtiffens in its gore. 
What hoſts of heroes fell beneath his force! 
What heaps of chicken carnage mark'd his courſe ! 
How oft, O Strymon, thy long banks along, 
Did wailing echo waft the funeral ſong! 

And now from far the mingling clamours riſe, 
Loud and more loud rebounding through the ſkies. 
From ſkirt to f{:irt of heaven, with ſtormy ſway, 

A cloud rolls vn and darkens all the day. 

Near and more near deſcends the dreadful ſhade, 
And now in battailous array diſplay'd, 

Ou ſounding wings and ſcreaming in their ire, 
The cranes ruſh onward, and the fight require. 

The pygmy warriors eye with fearlels glare f 
The hoſts thick ſwarming o'er the burthen'd air; 
Thick ſwarming now, but to their native land 


Doom'd to return a ſcanty ſtragling band - 
When ſudden, darting down the depth of heaven, 5 
Fierce on the expecting foe the cranes are driven. r 
The kindling frenzy every boſom warms, B 
The region echoes to the craſh of arms : 

Looſe teathers from the encountering armies fly, 8 
And in carerring whirlwinds mount the ſky. * 
To breath from toil upſprings the panting crane, 1 
Then with freſh vigour downward darts again. 7 
Succeſs in equal balance hovering hangs. MM 
Here, on the ſharp ſpear, mad with mortal pangs, T 


The bird transfix'd in bloody vortex whirls, 
Let ſierce in death the threatning talon curls; 
There, while the life-blood bubbles from his wound, 
With little feet the pygmy beats the ground; 
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Deep from his breaſt the ſhort ſhort ſob he draws, 
And dying curſes the.keen-pointed claws. 
Prembles the thundering field, thick cover'd o'er 
Vith falchions, mangled wings and {treaming gore, 
And pygmy arms, and beaks of ample ſize, 
nd here a claw, and there a finger: lies. 
Encompaſs'd round with heaps of flaughter'd foes, 
All grim in blood the pygmy champion glows, 
Ang on the afſaihag hoſt impetuous ſprings, 
Careleſs of nibbling bills or flapping wings ; 
And midſt the tumuit whereſo'er he turns, 
he battle with redoubled fury burns; 
From every tide the avenging cranes amain 
'trong, to o'erwhelm this terror of the plain. 
When ſuddealy (for ſuch the will of Jove) 
A fow] enormous, ſouſing from above, 
The gallant chieftain clutch'd, and, foaring high, 
(Sad chance of battle!) bore him up the ſky. 
The cranes purſue, and, cluſtering iu a ring, : 
Chatter triumphant round the captive king. 
zut ah! what pangs each pygmy boſom wrung, 
When; now to cranes a prey, on talons hung 
High in the clouds they ſaw their helpleſs lord, 
His wriggling form {till leſſening as he ſoar - 
Lo yet again-with unabated rage | 
In mortal ſtrife the mingling hoſts engage. 
The crane with darted bill aſſaults the foe, 
Hovering ; then wheels aloft to ſcape the blow: 
The dwarf in anguiſh aims the vengeful wound; 
But whirls in empty air the falchion round. 
Such was the ſcene, when midf the loud alarms 
Sublime th? eternal Thunderer roſe in arms, 
When Briareus, by mad ambition driven, 
Heaved Pelion huge, and hurl d it high at heaven; 
Joe roll'd redoubling thunders from on high, 
Mountains and bolts encounter'd in the ſky ? 
Till one ſtupendous ruin o'erwhelm'd the crew, 
Their vaſt limbs weltering wide in brimſtone blue. 
But now at length the pygmy legions yield, 
And wing'd with terror fly the fatal field. 
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They raiſe a weak and melancholy wail, 
All in diftraction ſcattering ober the vale. 
Prone on their rooted rear the cranes deſcend ; 


Their bills bite furious, and their talons rend: 


With unrelenting ire they urge the chace, 

Sworn to exterminate the hated race. 
Twas thus the Pygmy Name, once great in war, 

For ſpoils of conquer d cranes renown d afar, © 

Periih'd. For, by the dread decree of heaven, 

Short is the date to earthly grandenr given, 

And vain are all attempts to roam beyond 

Where Fate has tix'd the everlaſting bound. 

Fallen are the trophies of Aſſyrian power, 

And Perſia's proud dominion 18 no more ; _ 

Yea, though to both ſuperior far in fame, 


Thine empire, Latium, is an empty name. 


And now with lofty chiefs of ancient time, 
The pygmy heroes roam th? Elyſian clime. 
Or, if belief to matron-tales be due, 
Full oft, in the belated ſhepherd's view, 
Their friſking forms, in gentle 3 array'd, 
Gambol ſecure along the moonlight glade. 
Secure, for no alarming cranes moleſt, 
And all their woes in long oblivion reſt, A 
Down the deep vale, and narrow winding way, 
They foot it featly, ranged in ringlets gay 
*Tis joy and frolick all, where'er they rove 
And fairy people is the name they love. 
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T7 HEN B*** invites me, and inviting ſings, 

| y \ Inſtant I'd fly, (had heaven vouchſafed me wings) 
To hail him in that calm ſequeſter'd ſeat, 
Whence he looks down with pity on the great; 
And, midſt the groves retired, at leiſure wooes 
Domeſtiek love, contentment, and the Muſe. © 1 
I wiſh for wings, and winds to ſpeed my cour = 
Since B > af the fates refuſe a borke. Sr „b. | 

Where now the Pegaſus of ancient time, 
And Ipporgrifo famed in modern rhime ? 
O where that wooden fteed whoſe every leg 
Like lightening flew, obſequious to the peg ; 
The waxen wings by Dedalus deſign'd, 
And china waggons wafted by the wind! 
A Spaniard reach'd the moon upborn by geeſe ; 
(Then firſt *'twas known that ſhe is made of cheeſe.) 
A fiddler on a fiſh through waves advanced, 
He twang'd his cat-gut, and the Dolphin danced. 
 Hags rode on broom ticks, heathen gods on clouds; 
Ladies on rams and bulls have dared the floods. 
Much famed the ſhoes Jack Giantkiller wore, 
And Fortunatus' hat is famed much more. 
Such vehicles were common once, no doubt 5 


* 
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But modern verſemen muſt e' en trudge on foot, 
Or doze at home, ex pectants of the gout. 

Hard is the taſk, indeed 'tis wonderous hard 
To act the Hirer*, yet preſerve the Bard. 


. — 


* One who keeps horſes to let is fo called in Scotland 
See Johnſon's Dictionary. 
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Next week by (but ' tis a ſin to ſwear) 

I give my word, Sir, you ſhall have my mare; 

Sound wind and limb, as any ever was, 

« And rifing only ſeven years old next graſs. 

* Four miles an hour ſhe goes, nor needs a ſpur ; 

«« A pretty piece of fleſh, upon my conſcience, Sir,” 
This ſpeech was B t's; and though mean in phraſe, 

The neareſt thing to proſe, as Horace ſays; 

(Satire the fourth, and forty ſecond line) 

»Twill intimate that IJ propoſe to dine | 


Next week with B***. Muſe, lend thine aid awhile ; 
For this great purpoſe claims a lofty ſtile. 
Ere yonder ſun, now glorious in the weft, 
Has thrice three times reclined on Thetis' breaſt ; 
Ere thrice three times from old Tithonus' bed, 
Her charms all glowing with celeſtial red, | 
The balmy morn ſhall riſe to mortal view, | 
And from her bright locks ſhake the pearls of dew, 
Theſe eyes OB“ IX. ſhall hale thy opening glades, 
Theſe ears ſhall catch the muſic of thy ſhades ; | 
This cheriſh'd frame ſhall drink the gladſome gales, 
And the freſh fragrance of thy flowery vales. 
And (for I know the Muſe will come along) 
To B*** I mean to meditate a ſong : 
A ſong, adorn'd with every rural} charm, 
Trim as thy garden, ample as thy farm. 
Sweet as thy milk, as briſk as bottled beer, 
Wholeſome as mutton, and as water clear, 
In wildflowers fertile, as thy fields of corn, 
And frolickſome as lambs or ſheep new ſhorn. 

I aſk not Ortolons, or Chian wine, | 
The fat of rams, or quinteſſence of ſwine. 
Her ſpicy ſtores, let either India keep, 
Nor El Dorado vend her golden ſheep. 
And to the manhon houſe, or council] hall, 
Still on her black ſplay feet may the huge tortoiſe crawl. 
Not Parſon's butt my appetite can move, | 
Nor, Bell, thy beer; nor even thy nectar, Jove, 
If B*** be happy, and in health, his gueſt, - 
Whom wit and learning charm, can wiſhno better feaſt. 
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X7 ES, yes, I grant the ſons of earth. 
Are doom'd to trouble from their birth. 
We all of ſorrow have our ſhare ; 
But ſay, is yours without compare ? 
Look round the world; perhaps you'll find 
Each individual of our kind 
Preſs d with an equal load of ill, 
Equal at leaſt. Look further ill, 
And own your lamentable caſe 
Is little ſhort of happineſs, 
In yond er hut that ftands alone y 
Attend to Famine's fecble moan ; | 
Or v ew the couch where ſickneſs lies, 
Mark his pale check ard larguid eyes, 
His frame by ſtrong convulſions torn, | 
His ſtruggling fighs and looks forlorn. 
Or ſee, transfix'd with Keener pangs, 
Where o'er his hoard the miſer hangs ; 
Whiſtles th wind! he ſtarts he ſtares; 
Nor ſlumber's balmy bleſſing ſhares, 
Deſpair, Remorſe, and Terror roll 
Their tempeſts on his harraſs'd ſoul. 
But here perhaps it may avail 
T' enforce our reaſoning with a tale. 
Mild was the morn, the fly ſerene, 
The jolly hunting band convene, 
The beagle's breaſt with ardour burns, 
, The bounding ſtecd the champaign ſpurns, 
| And Fancy oft the game deſcries 
Through the hounds noſe and huntſmen's eyes. 
Juſt then, a council of the haies 
| Had met, on national affairs. 
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The chiefs were ſet ; while o'er their head 

The furze its frizzled covering ſpread. 

Long lifts of grievances were heard, 

And general diſcontent appear*'d. 

% Our harmleſs race ſhall every ſavage 

«© Both quadruped and biped ravage ? 

6 Shall hories hounds, and hunter's ſtill. 

© Unite their wits, to work us ill? 

1% The youth, his parents ſole delight, 

« Whoſe tooth the dewy laws invite, 

% Whoſe pulſe in every vein beats ſtrong, 

«© Whoſe limbs beat light the vales along, 

% May yet ere noontide meet his death, 

& And lie diſmember'd on the heath. 

« For youth, alas, nor cautious age, | 

Nor ſtrength, nor fpeed, eludes their rage. 

« In every field we meet the foe, 

«© Each gale comes fraught with ſounds of woe; 

4 The morning but awakes our fears, 

The evening ſees us bath'd in tears. 

But muſt we ever idly grieve, 

« Nor ſtrive our fortunes to relieve? 

„ Small is each individual's force, 

% io ſtratagem be our recovrſe ; 

*« And then; from all our tribes combined, 

6 The murderer to his coſt may find 

% No foe is weak whom Juſtice arms, | 

„ Whom Concord leads, and Hatred warms. 

« Be rouſed ; or liberty acquire, 

Or in the great attempt expire.''— 

He ſaid no more, for in his breaſt 

Conflicting thoughts the voice ſuppreſs'd : 

The fire of vengeance ſeem'd to ſtream 

From his ſwollen eyeball's yellow gleam. 
And now the tumults of the war, 

Mingling confuſedly from afar, 

Swell in the wind. Now louder cries 

Diſtin& of hounds and men ariſe. 

Forth from the brake, with heating heart, 

Th' aſſembled hares tumultuous ſtart, 
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And, every ſtraining nerve on wing, 

Away precipitately ſpring. 

The hunting band, a ſignal given, 

Thick thundering o'er the plain are driven; 

O'er cliff abrupt, and ſarubby mound, 

And liver broad, impetuous bound; 

Now plunge amid the foreſt ſhades, 

Glance i the openings of the glades ; 

Now o'er the level valley ſweep, 

Now with ſhort fleps ſtrain up the ſteep, 

While back ward from the hunter's eyes 

The landſcape like a torrent flies. 

At laſt an ancient wood they gain'd, 

By pruner's ax yet unprofaned. 

High o'er the reil, by Nature rear'd, 

The oak's majeſtick boughs appear'd ; 

Beneath, a copſe of various hue 

In barbarous luxuriance grew. + 

No knife had curb'd the rambling ſprays, 

No hand had wove the implicit maze. 

The flowering thorn, ſelf-taught to wind, 

The hazle's ſt ubborn ſtem intwined, 

And bramble twigs were wreath'd around, 

And rough furze crept along the ground. 

Here ſheltering from the ſons of murther, 

The hares drag their tired limbs no further. 
But lo, the weſtern wind erelong 

Was loud, and roar'd the woods among; 

From ruftling leaves, and craſhing boughs, 

The ſound of woe and war aroſe. 

The hares diſtracted ſcour the grove, 

As terror and amazement drove; 

But danger, whereſoe'er they fled, 

Still ſeem'd impending o'er their head. 

Now crouded in a grotto's gloom, 

All hope extin&, they wait their doom. 

Dire was the filence, till, at length 

Even from deſpair deriving ſtrength, 

With bloody eye, and furious look, 

A daring youth aroſe, and ſpoke, 


When ſuddenly 
Of ſwift feet traverſing the ground. 


— 
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„ O wretched race, the ſcorn of Fate. 
„% Whor ills of every fort await ! 
66 "Ms curs*d with keeneſt ſenſe to feel 
2 25 ſharpeſt ſting of every ill! 


ce * ye, who, fraught with mighty ſcheme, 


«« Of liberty and vengeance drcam, 

„ What now remains? To what receſs 
“ Shall we our weary ſteps addreſs, 

“ Since fate is evermore purſuing _ 

« All ways and means to work our ruin ? 
„% Are we alone, of all beneath, 


4 Condemn'd to miſery worſe than death, 


<< Muſt we, with fruitleſs labour ſtrive 
« In- miſery worſe than death to live! 
% No. Be the ſmaller ill our choice: 
* So dictates Nature's powerful voice. 
«« 'Death's pangs will in a moment ceaſe ; 
And then, All hail, eternal peace!“ 
Thus while be ſpoke, A words impart 
The dire reſolve to every heart. 

A diſtant lake in proſpect lay, 
That, glittering in the ſolar ray, 
Gleam'd through the duſky trees and ſhot 
A trembling light along the grot. 


Thither with one conſent they bend. 
Their ſorrows with their lives to end, 


While each, in thought, already hears 
The water hiffiog 3 in his cars. 


Faſt by the margin of the lake, 


Conceal'd within a thorny brake, 


A Linnet ſate, whoſe careleſs lay 

Amuſed the ſolitary day. 

Careleſs he ſung, for on his breaſt 

Sorrow no laſting trace impreſs d; 
4 heard a ſound 


uick to the neighbouring tree he flies, 
Thence trembling caſts around his eyes; 
No foe appear d, his fears were vain; 


Pleaſed he renews the ſprightly ed; - 


%. 
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The hares whoſe noife had cauſed his fright, - 

3aw with ſurpriſe the linnet's flight, 

Is there on earth a wretch, they Pad, | 

Whom our. approach cau ftrike with dread ? 

An inſtantaneous change of thought 

To tumult every boſom wrought. 

So fares the ſyſtem building ſage, 

Who, plodding on from youth to age, 

At laſt on ſome foundation dream 

Has rear'd aloft his goodly ſcheme, 

And proved his predeceſtors fools, 

And bound all natnre by his rules; 

So fares he in that dreadful hour, 

When injured Truth exerts her power, 

Some new phenomenon to raiſc ; 

Which, burſting on his frighted gaze, 

From its proud ſummit to the ground, 

Proves the whole edifice unſound, 

„Children,“ thus ſpoke a hare ſedate, 

Who oft had known the extremes of fate, 

In flight events the attentive mind 

May hints of good inſtruction find. 

„% That our condition is the worſt, 

« And we with ſuch misfortunes curs'd 

As all compariſon defy, 

& Was late the univerſal] cry. 

« When lo, an accident fo flight, 

As yonder little linnet's flight 

„Has made your ſtubborn hearts confeſs, 

So your amazements bids me gueſs) 

«© That all our load of woes and fears, 

Is but a part of what he Bears 

« Where can he reſt {ecure from harms, 

© Whom even a helpleſs hare alarms ? 
Yet he repines not at his lot, 
When palt, his dangers are forgot ; 

On yonder bough he trims his wings, 
And with unufual rapture ſings; 
While we, leſs wretched ſiuk beneath 
Our lighter ills, and ruth to death, — 
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% No more of this uumeaning rage, | 
% But hear, my friends, the words of age. 
„% When by the winds of autumn driven 
The ſcatter'd clouds fly croſs the heaven, 
Oft have we, from ſome mountain's head, 
“ Behcld th” alternate light and ſhade 
Sweep the long vale. Here hovering lowers 
& The ſhadowy aud there downward pours, | 
Streaming direct, a food of day, 
Which from the view flies ſwift away; 
It flies, while other ſhades advance, 
And other ſtreaks of ſunſhine glance. 
« 'Thus checquer'd is the life below 
„With gleams of joy, and clouds of woe. 
Then hope not, while we journey on, 
„Still to be baſking in the ſun ; 
Nor fear, though now in ſhades ye mourn, 

© That ſunſhine will no more return 
If, by your terrors overcome, 
Ye fly before th' approaching gloom, 
The rapid clouds your flight purſue, 
« Anddarkneſs Jl o ercaſts your view. 
Who longs to reach the radiant plain 
Muſt onward urge his courſe amain; 
„ For doubly ſwift the ſhadow flies, 
«© When *gainft the gale the pilgrim plies. 
& At leaſt be firm and ungif 12ay'd 
% Maintain your ground; the fleeting ſhade 
Erclong ſpoutaneous glides away, 
And gives you back the enlivening ray. 
Lo, while I ſpeak our dangers paſt! 
„ Ns more the ſhrill horu's angry Plast 
& Towls in our ear; the ſavage roar 
& Of war and murder is no more. 
& Then fnatch the hour that fate allows, 
& Nor think of paſt or future woes.“ 
He ſpokc ; and hope revives ; the lake 
That inſtant one and all fort ſake, 
In ſweet amuſement to emp! Oy 


The preſent ipris ht tly ! our of jo ; 
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Now from the weſtern mouiſtain's brow, 
Compaſs'd with clouds of various glow, 
The ſun a broader orb diſplays, 
And ſhoots aſlope his ruddy rays. 
The lawn aſſumes a freſher green, 
And dew-drops ſpangle all the ſcene. 
The balmy zephyr breaths, along 
The ſhepherd fings his tender ſong, 
With all their lays the groves reſound, 
And falling waters murmur round ; 
Diſcord and Care were put to flight, 

And all was peace and calm delight. 
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TAREW ELL, my beſt beloved; whoſe heavenl 


| mind, 
Genius with virtue, ſtrength with ſoftneſs joints; ; 

Devotion, undebaſed by pride or art, 

With meek ſimplicity, and joy of heart ; 75 

Though ſprightly, gentle; though polite, ne ; 

And only of thyſelf a judge ſevere ; 

Unblamed, unequal'd, in each ſphere,of life, "ff 

'The doc daughter, Siſter, Pafent, Wife, 3 

In thee their Patroneſs th' afflicted loſt; 7. 

Thy friends, their pattern, ornament, and boaſt ; 

And I—— but ah, can words my loſs declare, 

Or paint th' extremes of tranſport and deſpair |! 

O Thou, beyond what verſe or ſpeech can tel], 

My guide, my friend, my beſt- beloved,, farewell! 
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Izth May, 1767. 


| Muſe unſkill'd in venal praiſe, - 
Unſtain'd by flattery's art; 
Who loves ſimplicity of lays 

W Breathed ardent from the heart; 

While gratitude and joy inſpire, 

Reſumes the long unpractiſed lyre, 

To hail, O Hay, thy Natal Morn : 

No gaudy wreathe of flowers ſhe weaves, 
But twines with oaks the laurel leaves, 
Thy cradle to adorn, ; 


For not on beds of gaudy flowers 

Thige anceſtors reclined, 

Where Sloth diſſolves, ayd Spleen devours 
All energy-of mind. Hy 

To hurl the dart to ride the car, 

To ſtem the deluges of war, 

And ſnatch from fate a ſinking land; 
Trample th* Invader's lofty creſt, 

And from his graſp the dagger wreſt, 

And deſolating brands | : 


'T'was this, that raiſed th? illuſtrious Line 
To match the firſt in fame; | 
A thouſand years have ſeen it ſhine 
* unabated flame; _. 

ave ſeen thy mighty Sires ar 
Foremoſt in, Giörp's high — | 
The Pride and pattern of the; Brave. 
Yet, pure from lyſt of blood their fire, 
And from AmhyFon's wild deſire, 
They triumph'd but to ſave. 


*, 
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The Muſe with joy attends their way | 


'The vales of peace along ; 

There to its Lord the village gay 
Renews the grateful ſong. 

Yon caſtles i. ue towers contain 
No pit of woe, or clanking chain, 
Nor to the ſuppliants wail reſound : 
The open doors the needy bleſs, 

Th' unfriended hail their calm receſs, 
And glaiineſs ſmiles around. 


There to the ſympathetick heart 
Life's beſt delights belong, | 
To mitigate the mourner's ſmart, 
To guard the weak from wrong. 
Ye . of Luxury, be wiſe; 
Know, happineſs for ever flies 
The cold and ſolitary breaſt; 
Then let the ſocial inſtinct glow, 
And learn to feel another's woe, 


And in his joy be bleſg'd. 


O yet, ere Pleaſure plant her ſaare 
For unſuſpecting youth; 


12 Ere Flattery her ſong prepare 


To check the voice of Truth; 


8 may his country's Guardian power 


Attend the flumbering Infant's bower, 
And bright, inſpiring dreams impart; 
To rouſe th” hereditary fire 
To kindle each ſublime defire, 
Exalt, and warm the heart. 


Swift to reward a Parent's fears, 

A Parent's hopes to crown, | 
Roll on in peace, ye blooming years, 
That rear him to renown ;. 


When in his finiſh'd form and face 
Admiring multitudes ſhall trace 
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Each patrimonial charm combined, 
The courteous yet majeſtiek mien, 
The liberal ſmile, the look ſerene, 
The great and gentle mind. 


Yet, though thou draw a nation's eye, 

And win a nation's love,  — 

Let not thy towering mind deſpiſe < 

The village and the ere a 3 

No ſlander there ſhall wound thy fame, 

No ruffian take his deadly aim, 

No river weave the ſecret ſnare: 

For Innocence with angel ſmile, — q 
Simplicity that knows not guile, 

And Love and Peace are there. 
When winds the mountain oak aſſail, 

And lay its glories waſte, | 

Content may ſfumiberin the vale, 

Unconſcious of the blaſt. 
Through ſcenes of tumult while we roam, 
The heart, alas! is ne'er at home, | 

It hopes in time to roam no more; 
The mariner not vainly brave, 
Combats the ſtorm, and rides the wave, 
To reſt at laſt on ſhore. | 


Ye proud, ye ſelfiſh, ye ſevere, 

How vain your maſk of ſtate! _ 

The good alone have joy ſincere, 
The good alone are great: 

Great, when, amid the vale of peace, 

They bid the plaint of ſorrow ceaſe, 

And hear the voice of artleſs praiſe ; 
As when along the trophy'd plain 

Sublime they Tad the victor train, 

While ſhouting nations gaze. 
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T the cloſe of the day, when the hamlet is ſtill, 
And mortals the ſweets of forget fulneſs prove, 
When nought but the torrent is heard on the hill, 
And nought but the nightingale's ſong in the grove: 
'T'was then, by the cave of the mountain afar, 
A Hermit his ſong of the night thus began ; 
No more with himſelf or with nature at war, 


He thought as a Sage while he felt as a Man, 


* Ah, why thus abandon'd to darkneſs and woe, 
Why thus, lonely Philomel, flows thy ſad ftrain ? 
For ſpring ſhall return, and a lover beftow, 

« And thy boſom no trace of misfortune retain. 

« Yet if pity inſpire thee, ah, ceaſe not thy lay, 

& Mourn, ſweeteſt complainer, man calls thee to mourn: 
« O ſoothe him whoſe pleaſures like thine paſs away 
« Full quickly they paſs, — but they never return. 


«© Now gliding remote, on the verge of the ſky, 
„The moon half extinguiſh'd her creſcent diſplays : 
4 But lately I mark'd, when majeſtic on high 

& She ſhone, and the planets where loſt in her blaze. 
& Roll on, thou fair orb, and with gladneſs purſue 

ce The path, that condutts thee to Pendor again.— 
« But man's faded glory no change ſhall renew. 

&« Ah fool! to exult in a glory ſo vain ! 


% Tis night, and the landſcape is lovely no more: 

« J mourn, but, ye woodlands, I mourn not for you; 

« For morn is approaching, your charms to reſtore, 

« Perfumed with freſh fragrance, and glittering with 
6c dew, | 5 

« Nor yet for the ravage of winter T mourn: 

«© Kind Nature the embryo bloſſom will ſave.— 
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© But when ſhall ſpring viſit the mouldering urn ? 
O when ſhall it dawn on the night of the grave?“ 


_ + *Twas thus, by the glare of falſe Science betray'd, 

That leads to bewilder ; and dazzles, to blind; 

My thoughts wont to roam, from ſhade onward to 
4 ſhade, | 

Deſtruction before me, and ſorrow behind. 

«« O pity great father of light“ then I cry'd, 

« Thy creature who fain would not wander from thee! 

« Lo, humbled in duſt, I relinquith my pride: 

«© From doubt and from darkneſs thou only canſt free.“ 


And darkneſs and doubt are now flying away: 
No longer I roam in conjecture forlorn. | 
© So breaks on the traveller, faint, and aſtray, 

« The bright and the balmy effulgence of morn, 
« See Truth, Love, and Mercy and triumph deſcending, 
And Nature all glowing in Eden's firſt bloom! 

On the cold cheek of Death, ſmiles and roſes are 

© blending, 


And Beauty Immortal awakes from the tomb.“ 
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Inſcribed to a Lady. 


| ADVERTISEMENT. 
HERE 18 ſomething Ro- 


mantic in the Story of the 
following Poem; but the Author 


has his N for believing 


that there is ſomething likewiſe, 
Authentic. On the ſimple Cir- 
cumſtances of the ancient Narra- 
tive, from which He firſt bor- 
rowed his Idea, thoſe Reaſons are 
principally founded, and they 
are ſupported by others, with 
which, in a Work of this Kind, 
to trouble his Readers will 

be ſuperfluous. 
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Why does it wear a * hae ? 
Ye maidens fair of Marlivale, 


Why ſtreams your eyes with pity” s dew ? 


'Tis all with gentle Owen's blood 
That purple grows the primroſe pale ; 

That pity pours the tender flood 

From each fair eye in Marlivale, 


The evening ſtar ſate in his eye, 
The fan fis golden treſſes gave, 
The north's pure morn her orient dye, 
To him who reſts in yonder grave! 


Beneath no high, hiſtoric ſton, 


Tho' nobly born, is Owex laid, 


Stretch'd on the green wood's lap alone, 


He ſleeps beneath the waving ſhade. 


There many a flowery race hath ſprung, 
And fled before the mountain pale, 
Since firſt his ſimple dirge ye ſung ; 
Ye maidens fair of Marlivale! 


Yet ftill. when May with fragrant feet 


Hath wander'd o'er your meads of gold, 


That Dirge T hear ſo ſimply ſweet 
Far echoed from each evening fold. 


co” 


FAN Canrron's fide the primroſe pale, 


* 
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Tas in the pride of Wikh am's * day, 


| And far or him their fruit ful ſtore 


Oh! f write not poor—the wealth that flows 


And England's honeſt valour fail'd, 


„ Ah! woe to bs young Nithiſdale, 
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When Scotland's honours flouriſhed itill, 
That Moray's Earl, with mighty ſway, 
Bore rule o'er ny a end . 


The. faireſt plains of Carron ſpread, £ 
In Fortune rich, in offspring poor, 


An only daughter crown d his Bed. 


In waves of Gold round India's throne, 
All in her ſhining breaſt that glows, | 
To Ellen's F ans were earth and ſtone. 


For her the Youth of Scotland Goh: d, 
The Frenchman gay, the Spaniard grave, 
And ſmoother Italy applied. 
And many an Engliſh Baron brave. 


In vain by foreign arts aſſail'd, 
No foreign loves her breaſt beguile, 


Paid with a cold but courteous A 
„That o'er that cheek thoſe roſes ſtray'd, 


« 'Thy breath, the violet of the vale, 
Thy voice, the muſic of the ſhade ! 


* William the Lyon, King of Scotland. 


4 The Lady Ellen, only daughter of John. Earl of 
Moray, betrothed to the Earl of Nithiſdale, and after: 
wards to the Earl Barnard, was eſteemed one of the 
finelt women in Europe, inſomuch that ſhe had ſeveral 
{#itors and admirers from Foreign Courts. = 


f 


tn. 8 


6 Ah! woe to han that Ellen? s love 
« Alone to thy ſoft tale would yield! 
« For ſoon thoſe gentle arms ſhall prove 
% The conflict of a ruder field.. 


Twas chus a way ward ſiſter ale ? 
And caſt a rueful glance behind, 

As from her dimwood glen ſhe bake; 
And mounted on the moaning wind. 


She ſpoke and vaniſh'd—more unmov * 
Than Moray's rocks, when ſtorms eit, 

The valiant yoath by Ellen lov'd — _ | 

With aught that fear, or fate luggeſt. 10 ets i 


For love, methinks, hath power to raiſe. 

The ſou] above a vulgar ſtate ; 3533 
Th' unconquer'd banners be diſplays: 226 0h 145 Sb 
Controul our econ is 8 
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+#® Ibo: n e 
T was when, on ee a ere, | 657 
Of clouds that wander'd welt away. 
Twillight with gentle hand did weave: 
Her fairy robe of ns and ods 


* 
_ 


When all the WA" 4.44 SG were gm, x -iT 
And the wave ſlept againit the Sa. Ni | 
And the ſun funk beneath the hill, | 
Left his laſt _ on Lemmermore®. - 
s 
Led by thoſe wall 200 of dende 
That warm the young unpractis'd breaſt, 
Her wonted bower ſweet Ellen ſought, 


And Carron murmur'd near, and iporly d her into reſt, 


| TT 
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* I BITS af mountaiti ais through Scotland 
from Eaſt to Weſt. It 
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XV. 
There is ſome kind and courtly ee | 
That oer the realm of fancy reigns, 
; Throws ſunſhine on the maſk of night, 
And ſmiles at ſlumber's powerleſs chains; 


Tis told and I believe the tale, 
5 At this ſoft hour the ſprite was there, 

And ſpread with fairer flowers the vale, 
And fill'd with ſweeter ſounds the air. 


A bower he fram'd (for he a frame 
What long might weary mortal WK t $5545 
Swift as the lightening's rapid flame 
Darts on the unſuſpe&ing Sant): 


Such 3 he fram'd with: magic hand 
As well that wizzard bard hath 3 

In ſcenes where fair Armida's 1 SES 

Wav id all the witeheries of love. be ne 


Vet was it wrought in imple f 9 

Nor Indian Mines nor orient ſhores | neee 4 

4 Flad lent their glories here to glow,” ret 
= Or yielding here ho gy” NE! deren, 


All round a cool” 8 en arms 

The wild roſe wound her damaſk flower 3 
The woodbine tent her ſpicy charms, 

That loves to weave: the lover's bower. #3) 
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The aſh that courts 45 mountain-air, 
In all her painted blooms array'd, 

The wilding's bloſſom bluſhin g fair, 
Combin'd to form the flowery ſhade.. .- 


| | 3 thyme that loves the brown hill” 8 breaſt, | 
=_ The cowſlip's ſweet reclining” head, * 


1 The violet of ſky woven veſt, 
=—  . Was call the fairy ground beſpread. 


But, who is he, whoſe locks fo fair 
Adown his manly ſhoulders flow; 
Beſide him lies the hunter's ſpear, - 

Beſide him ſleeps the warrior's bow. 


He bends to Ellen—(gentle ſprite. 
Thy ſweet ſeductive arts forbear) 
He courts her arms with fond delight, 


And inſtant vaniſhes in air. 


"+++ AF 
: * 


Haſt thou not found at early dawn 
Same ſoft ideas melt away, 
If o'er ſweet vale, or flowery lawn, 


The ſprite of dreams hath bid thee ſtray ? 


Haft thou not ſome fair object ſeen, 
And when the fleeting form was paſt, 
Still on thy memory found its mein, 


And felt the fond idea laſt? © x 


Thou haſt - and oft the pictur'd view, 
Seen in ſome viſion counted vain, 

Has ftruck thy wondering eye anew. 
And brought the long loft dream again. 


With warrior's how, with hunter's ſpear, 
With locks adown his ſhoulders ſpread, 
Young Nithiſdale is ranging near— _ 
He's ranging near yon mountain's head. * 


Scarce had one pale moon paſs'd away, 
And fil 4 her filver urn again, 

When in the devious chace to ſtray, 

Afar from all his woodland train. 


To Carron's banks his fate conſign'd, 
And, all to ſhun the fervid hour, 
He ſought ſome friendly ſhade to find, 
And found the viſionary bower. 


H 3 
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| va,” 
V Led by the 4001 Kat of love, 
5 Sweet Ellen took her n way, 
= And i in the deep defending Grove 
| Sought refuge from the fervid r 


= Oh i_—who is he whoſe ringlets ir 1 
13 Diſorder d o' er his reen veſt flow, _ . 
+] ' Reclin'd in reſt——whoſe ſunny hair f 


| N | Huf hides the fair cheek;'s ardent glow? ? 


Fi 
8 


*Tis 1 that ſprite's 8 9 8 gue it, 
Ah me! chat prites can fate controut 3 
= That lives ſtill imag'd on her breaſt, 

4 That lives Rill Pd in 155 ſoul. 


As when bg gentle fait fled „ 
3 From earth to breathe. Elyſian. air, "4 
Angq, in the train whom we call dead, 
N Perceives its 3 rere 3 : 
Soft, 355 pleaſure ruſhes o'er, 
Reſiſtleſs, o'er its airy frame, 
Jo find its future fate reſtore 
The object of its former Rane. 2 


So Ellen ſtood leſt power to move 
Had he, who bound in ſlumber's chain, 
| Seem'd haply, o'er his hill to oven 
Aud wind his woodla nd chace again. | 


She N but trembled——min led fear 
3 And fond delight and melting m_ 
= Seiz'd all her foul, ſhe came not near, 

She came not near that ined gipye: 


. She 8 to n ae wand, „ 
| As well might powerleſs captive fly | 
The new cropt flower falls from her hand- 
Ah! fall not with that flower to die. | 
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Haſt thou not ſoen ww azure os 

Smile in the morning s Orient eye, | 1 
And ſkirt the reddening clouds ſoft beam VE: 
What time the MX was Wa nigh? * 


Thou haſt- * 1806 canſt fancy wal 5 
As any muſe that meets thine ear, ET Es. 
The ſoul-ſet eye of Nithiſdale, | 

When wak 'd, it fix ba on Elten near. 


Silent they gaz'd- -that a broke ; 

Hail Goddeſs o theſe Groves, he 1 e ; 

O let me wear thy gentle yoke? | - 
O let me in thy lernies bas. | 

For thee I'll climb he's mountain dep, 

« Unwearicd ckace the deſtin'd prey, 3.8 

For thee I'll pierce tne wild wood Nu. 13 

a And part the een that vex thy ways” 


For thee “ O ſtranger, ceaſe,? i TY 
And ſwift away. like Daphne, flew, 

But Daphne's flight was not delay'd 

By aught that to her boſom, grew. 


"Twas Atalanta's. golden. 2579 851 
The fond Idea that confin'd _ Wh 
Fair Ellen's ſteps, and bleſs'd his ſuit, | 2 
Who was not Tar not . behind 


vil. „ 


O love! withia: thoſe golden vales, _ | 
Thoſe genial airs where thou waſt born, 
Where nature liſtening thy ſoft tales, 

Leans on the roſy real of morn. 


* 
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Where the fred Seville, the races Nen 
And tender ſighs the heart emove, 
In fileat eloquenee to tell 
Thy tale, O foul-ſubduing love ! 


1 


Ah ee mould Reim rage be nigh, 
And dark diſtruſt with changefu! = Th 
And Jealouly's reverted ye 4 
2 near thy fair thy favour d eee? 

5 XI. 
Earl Barnard v was at big * ce, 
And Lord of many a Lowland Hind, 
And long for Ellen love had he, 
Had love, but not of ae kind. | 


From Moray' 8 Halls "a 8 3 
He e . with-all a Miſer's care: 

The wide Domain, the princely Dower 
ade Ellen more than Ellen fair. 


Ah WS to thick the liberal pa 


May thus with fair affeQion part! 
Though Lothian's vales thy ſway controul, 
Know, Lothian i is not worth one heart. 


Studious he 3 ker abſent ent 


And winding far where Carron flows, 


Sudden he ſees the fated bower, 
And red rage on his dark brow glows: 


. who is he 1 Nithiſdale! 


And that fair form with arm reclin'd 
On his 2— tis Ellen of the vale, 
"Tis She (O powers of vengeance 13 kind. 


Should he that vengeance ſwift purſue ? 


. No—that would all his hopes — ; 
Moray would vaniſh from his view, 


And we him of a Miſer's Joy- 


t 88 1 


Unſeen to Moray's Halls he hies 
He calls his flaves, his ruſſtan band, 
And haſte to yonder groves, He ee 
And ambuſh d lie by Carron s Grand,” 
6 
What time ye mark "RE bower or glen, 
A gentle gentle lady take her way a 
« To diſtance due, and far from ken, | WF 2 
Allow her length of time to ſtray. a 


« Then ranſack ſtraight that range of groves. ——— 

With hunter s ſpear, and veſt of green, i 
If chance, a roſy ſtripling raves.— FRAY 

«© Ye well can aim your arrows Keen.“ J 


And now the ruffian ſlaves are 1 TY 
And Ellen takes her homeward way : 

Though ftay'd by many a tender 19, 4h 
She can no longer, longer ſtay. 


Penſive, againſt yon poplar pale 4759 2348 15 1 
The lover leans his gentle — n 
Revolving many a tender tale, C {415 73 5 * 1 


And wondering ſtill how they could part. n 


Three arrows pierce the deſert air, 
Ere yet his tender dreams dep art: 
And one ſtruck deep his forchead fair, 
And one went through his gentle n, 1 


Love's waking dream is loſe in fleep— 
He lies beneath yon poplar pale: 
Ah! could we marvel ye ſhould weep ; 
Ye maidens Wai of Fenn * 
X, 
When all the mountain gales were ill, 15 
And the wave flept againſt the ſhore. 
And the ſun, ſunk beneath the hill, 
Left his laſt ſmile on Lemmermore; 


N f 

bs AS. 6 
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Sweet Ellen takes her wonted way 
Along the fairy-featur'd vale, 

Bright o'er his wave does Carron play, 
And ſoon ſhe'Il meet her N Hale. | 


* 


She'll meet him ſoon for at her ſight 
Swift as the mountain deer he ſped; 
The evening ſhades will ſink in mighty 

Where art thou, lojtering lover, fled * 


O! She will chide thy trifling ſtay, 
E'en now the ſoft reproach ſhe frames: 
Can lovers brook-ſuch-long delay? 


$4 


3 N Lovers that boaſt of ardent flames! 


He comes not—weary with the chace, 
_ © Soft ſlumber o'er his eyelids throws 
Her veil-—we ll ſteal one dear embrace, 
We'll peatly ſteal on his repoſe. 5 


Thi is the bower we'll ſoftly tread— 
e fleeps beneath yon poplar Pale; 
| Loxer, if eber thy heart has bled, 55 
Thy heart I far e my tale [3 


+ in XI. 
Ellen is not in princely bower, 
She's not in Moray's fplendid train; 
Their miſtreſs dear at midnigbt hour, 
er weeping maidens feen in Nin. 


Her pillow ſwells not t deep with down, 

1 For her no balms their ſweets exhale: 

Her limbs are on the pale turf thrown, 
Preſs'd by her lovely check as pale. 


On that fair cheek; that flowing hair, 


a. 


The broom its yellow leaf hath ſled, - N 


And the. chill mountain's early air 


Blows wildly oer her beauteous bead. 


® W 


kes 1 5 5 . 


As OY ſoft ſtar of orient Day, 1 4 
When clouds involve his 255 liglit, yer 55 FO» | 

Darts through the gloom a tranſient ray, 

And leaves the world once more to night ; 

Returning life iNumes her eye, 1 
And flow its languid orb wifolds— = in 


— 


What are thoſe bloody arrows nigh 2' EN e, 
Sure, bloody arrows 15 beholds' ag AE 


What was that fornh G ghaſtly pale, 
That low beneath the poplar lay? Ls 
"Twas ſome poor Youth—* Ah Nithiidale !* © - 
She ſaid, and filent ſunk away. 


XII. 


The morn is on the mountains ſpread, 2 5 
The woodlark trills his liquid ſtrain— 
Can morn's ſweet muſic raiſe the dead? 2 


Give the ſer eye its ſoul again? _ "2. 


A ſhepherd of that gentler mind | 
Which nature not profuſely yields, 4 
Sceks in theſe lonely ſhades to find _ 'Y 
Some wanderer rom his lütle fields, | 


A phat he ſlands— and ſimple fear 
O er all his paly viſage glides 
Ah me! what means this miſery here? 
What fate this lady fair betides : 2 


He bears her to his frieudly home, 
When life, be finds, has but retir'd j—— 
With haſte he frames the lover's tomb, 

For his is quite, is quite cxpir'd ! 


Renee 


; bes 0 . | 14486 1 


f | XIII Wenk 
6 O bill we iv thy st Bbw be. 
Returning late to life ſhe ſaidj 0 £751 
I' bind hy crook with many a flower; 
© With many a roſy wreath oy erg 


: Good 88 haſte to youder grove, 
And, if my love afleep is laid, 
E: * Oh! wake him not; but ſoftly move 
= Some e to chat 3 bead. 
c rid thou 1 "HEM ſhepherd th: 
Thou know'ft the ſun riſe Oer the ſea— 
© But Oh! no lamb in all thy train 0 
c Was eber ſo mild, ſo mild as he.” 
I. | N 1 | | 
© His head is on the wood-moſs laid; 
VII did not wake his ſlumber $406 LR, 
* . ſings the redbreaft o'er the ſhade 
6 Why, _ 8 would Four Weep 3 * 


As . that fade i in Harding day, 
8 | At evening find the dew-drop dear, ; 
Baut fiercer feel the noon-tide rar. 


When ſoften < ws the V tear; „ 


x 

3 Returning i in . hay tear, 

9 This lovely flower more ſweet than they, 
: Faund her fair foul, and, wander ing near, 

. The ſtranger, Reaſon; croſs'd her way. 


Toad her fair ſou! - Ah! ſo to and ; 
Was but more dreadful grief to know 
Ah | ſure, the priviiege of mind 

Can not be worth the wiſh of woe. 


= 
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On melancholy's ſilent urn 
A ſofter ſhade of ſorrow falls, 
But Ellen can no more return, 
No more return to Moray's Halls. 


Beneath the low and lonely ſhade 
The ſlow conſuming hour ſhe*ll weep, 
Till nature ſeeks herjaſt-Jeft aid, 
In the ſad, ſombrous arms of ſteep. 


e Theſe jewels all unmeet for me, 

© Shalt thou, ſhe ſaid, good ſhepherd take; 
9 Theſe gems will purchaſe gold for thee, 
And theſe be thine for Eflen's ſake. 


80 fail thou not, at eve 55 morn, 
© The roſemary's pale bough to bring 
Thou know'ſt where I was found forlorn— 


Where thou haſt heard the redbreaſt ſing. 


Heedful I'll tend thy flocks the while, 
Or aid thy ſhepherdeſs care, 

For I will ſhare her humble toil, 
And I her friendly roof will ſhare.” 


Ny. 


And now two longſome years are paſt A 
In luxury of lonely pain— [= I; 4 

The lovely mourner, found at laſt, 

To Moray's Halls is borne again. 


Yet has ſhe left one object dear, 
That wears Love's ſunny eye of joy 
Is Nithiſdale reviving here? 
Or is it but a ſhepherd% boy? 
1 


1 


5 8-1 
By Carron's fide a ſnepherd's boy, 
He binds his vale flowers with the reed; 
He wears love's ſunny heart of joy, 
Aud birth he little ſeems to heed. 


XVI. 
But 2h ! no more his infant beep. 
Cloſes beneath a mother's ſmile, 
Who, only when it clos'd would weep, 
And yield to tender woe the while. 


No more, with fond attention dear, 
| She ſeeks th' unſpoken wiſh to find; 
No more ſhall the, with plealure's tear, 

See the ſoul waxing into mind. 


XVII. 


Does nature bear a tyrant's breaſt ? 
Is ſhe the friend of ſtern controul ? 

Wears ſhe the deſpot's purple veſt ; 
Or fetters ſhe the free born ſoul ? 


Where, worſt of tyrants, is thy claim 
In chains thy children's breaits to bind: 

Gav'it thou the promethean flame ? 
The incommunicable mind? 


Thy offspring are great Nature's, — free, 
And of her fair dominion heirs; 

Each privilege ſhe gives to thee; 

Know, that each privilege is theirs. 


They have thy fortune, wear thine eye, 
Perhaps ſome feelings of thy heart ; 

And wilt thou their lov'd hearts deny 
To act their fair, their proper part? 


t 89 2 
XVIII. 


The Lord of Lothian's fertile vale, 
Ill fated Ellen claims thy hand: 

Thou knowꝰ'ſt not thy Nithiſdale 
Was low laid by his ruffian band. 


And Moray with unfather'd eyes, 
Fix'd on fair Lothian's fertile dale, 
Attends his human ſacrifice, i 
Without the Grecian painter's vel, 


O married love! thy bard ſhall own, 
Where tv.9o congenial ſouls unite, 

Thy golden chain inlaid with down, FO 
Thy lamps with heaven's own ſplendor bright. 


But if no radiant ftar of love 
O hymen ! ſmile on thy fair rite, 
Thy chain a wretched weight ſhall prove, 
Thy lamp a ſad ſepulebral light. 


XIX. 
And now has time's ſow wandering win 

Borne many a year unmark'd with ſpeed——— 
Where is the boy by Carron's ſpring, g, 
Who bound his vale flowers with the reed ? 


Ah me! thoſe flowers he binds no more; 
No early charm returns again; 

The parent, nature keeps in ſtore 

Her beſt joys for her little train. 


No longer heed the ſun-beam bright 

That plays on Carron's breaſt he can, 
Reaſon has lent Her quivering light, 
And ſhewg the checqeur'd field of man. 


1 
XX. 


As the firſt human heir of earth 
With penſive eye himſelſ ſurvey'd, 
And, all unconſcious of his birth, 
Sate thoughtful oft in Eden's mos * 


In penſive thought ſo Owen tray d 
Wild Canon's lonely woods among, 
And once, within their greeneſt Oude, | 

He fondly fram'd this fimple ſong : 


xXxI. 


Why is this ON adorn'd with g zold! 2 
Why am I tales of ladies told? 
Why does no labour me employ, 

If I am but a ſhepherd's boy? 


A filken veſt like mine ſo green, GEN 
In ſhepherd's hut J have not feen— 
Why ſhould I in ſuch veſture joy, 
If I am but a ſhepherd's boy ? 


I know it is no ſhepherd's art 
His written meaning to impart— 
They teach me, ſure, an idle toy, 
If I am but a ſhepherd's boy. 


This bracelet bright that binds my arm 
It could not come from ſnepherd's farm; 
It only would that arm annoy, 

If I were but a eren boy. 


And, O thou ſilent picture fair, 
That lov'ſt to ſmile upon me there, 
O ſay, and fill my heart with joy, 
That I am ys far __ 


„ 


i 

Ah lovely youth! thy tender lay 
May not thy gentle life prolong; 

See'ſt thou yon nightingale a prey??? 
The fierce hawk hovering o'er his ſong? 


His little heart is large with love: 

He ſweetly hails his evening ſtar, 

And Fate's more pointed arrows move. 
Infidious, from his eye afar. 


XXIII. 
The ſhepherdeſs, whoſe kindly care 
Had watch'd o'er Owen's infant breath, 
Muſt now their filent manſions ſhare, 
Whom time leads calmly down to death. 


O tell me parent if thou art 
What is this lovely picture dear? 

© Why wounds its mournful eye my heart, 
Why flows from mine th' unbidden tear? 


Ah! youth! to leave thee loth am I, 
* Tho” I be not thy parent dear; 
And woud'ſt thou wiſh, or ere I die, 

* The ſtory of thy birth to hear ? 


© But it will make thee much bewail, | 
Andi it will make thy fair eye ſwell— 
She ſaid, and told the woeſome tale, 
As ſooth as ſhepherdeſs might tell. 


XXVI. 
| The heart, that ſorrow doom'd to ſhare 
Has worn the frequent ſeal of woe, 


Its ſad impreflion learns to bear, 
And finds full oft, its ruin flow. 


But when that ſeal is firſt impreſt, 
When the young heart its pain ſhall try, 
For the ſoft, yielding, trembling breaſt, 
Oft ſeems the ſtartled ſoul to fy. 


I 3 
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We fled not Owen's —wild amaze 
In paleneſs cloath'd, and lifted hands, 
And horror's dread, unmeanin gaze, | 
Mark the poor ſtatue, as it A. 


The ſim ple guardian of his life * 
De d wiftful for the tear to gude, 

But when ſhe ſaw his tearleſs ſtrife, 
Silent, ſhe lent him one,—and died. 


XXV. 
No, I am not a ſhepherd's boy, ' 
Awaking from his dream, he ſaid, 
Ah where is now the promiſed joy 
Of this? for ever, ever fled ! 


O picure dear! for her lov'd ſake 
Ps fondly could my heart bewall ! 
, My frendly ſhepherdeſs, O wake, 
And tell me more of this ſad tale. 


© O tell me more of this ſad tale 
No; thou enjoy thy gentle ſleep ! 

And I will go to Lowthian's vale, 
And more than all her waters weep,? 


——_ 


XXVI. 
Owen to Lothian's vale is fled 
Earl Barnard's lofty towers appear 
O!] art thou there, the fond heart ſaid, 
O!] art thou there my parent dear ? | 


Yes ſhe is there: From idle ſtate 

Oft has ſhe ſtole her hour to weep; 
Think how ſhe * by the cradle ſate,” 

And how ſhe *© fondly faw thee fleep*.” 


4 
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7:0 or" the ancient Scottiſh Ballad, call'd 
| Sill Morcice, 
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Now tries his trembling hand to frame 
Full many a tender line of love; 

And till be blots the parent's name, 
For that, he fears, might fatal prove. 


XXVII. 


O'er a fair fountain's ſmiling fide 
Reclin'c a dim tower clad with moſs, 

Where every bird was wont to bide, 

That languiſh'd for its partner's loſs. 


This ſcene he choſe, this ſcene aſſign'd 

A parent's firſt embrace to wait, 
And many a ſoft fear fill'd his mind, 

Anxious for his fond letter's fate. 


The hand that bore thoſe lines of love, 
The well informing bracelet bore-— 
Ah! may they not unproſperous prove! 

Ah! ſafely paſs yon dangerous door! 


XXVIII 


5 She comes not; — can ſhe then delay? 
Cried the fair youth, an dropt a tear 
Whatever filial love could ſay, | 
To her I ſaid and calFd her dear. 


4 


She comes Oh! Nou—encircled round 

Tis ſome rude chief with many a ſpear. 
* My hapleſs tale that Earl has found— 

* Ah me! my heart ! for her I fear.” 


His tender tale that Earl had read, 
Or ere it reach'd bis lady's eye, 
His dark brow wears a cloud of red, 

In rage he deems a rival nigh. 


1 
| XXIX. 
"Tis o' er thoſe locks that wav'd in gold, 
That wav'd adown thoſe cheeks ſo fair, 


Wreath'd in the gloomy tyrants hold, 
Hang from the ſever'd head in air. 


That ſtreaming head he joys to bear 

In horrid guiſe to Lothian's Halls; 

Bids his, grim ruffians place it there, 
Ere& upon the frowning walls. 


The fatal tokens forth he drew 

* Know ſt thou theſe— Ellen of the vale, 
The pictur'd bracelet ſoon. ſhe knew, 

And ſcon her Jovely cheek grew pale.— 


The trembling victim, ſtraight he led, 
Erelyet her ſoul's firſt fear was o'er ; 
He pointed to the ghaſtly head 
She ſaw—and ſunk, to riſe no mote. 
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TO UT? CRACE 

E I. 12 1 
 _DUCHESS-AND 
' COUNTESS OF NORTHUMBERLAND, 


NN HER OWN REQNT 


BARONESS FERGE 


Ke. e. Ac 


OWN in a northern vale wild flowrets grew, 
5 And lent new ſweetneſs to the ſummer gale; 
The Muſe there found them all remote from view, 
Obſcur'd with weeds, and ſcattered o'er the dale. 


5 O Lady, may fo ſlight a gift prevail, 
And at your gracions hands acceptance find? 
Say, may an ancient legendary tale, 


Amuſe, delight, or move the poliſh'd mind ? 


Surely the cares and woes of human kind, 
Tho? ſimply told, will gain each gentle ear: 
But all for you the Muſe her lay deſign'd, 
And bade your noble anceftors appear; 


She ſeeks no other praiſe, if you commend 
Her great protectreſs, patroneſs, and friend. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


* 


Wees CASTLE in Northumber- 


land, ſtands very boldly on a neck of land near 

the ſea- ſnore, almoſt ſurrounded by the river 
Coquer, (called by our old latin hiſtorians, Coqueda) 
which runs with a clear rapid ſtream, but when ſwoln 
with rains becomes violent and dangerous. | 


About a mile from the Caſtle, in a deep romantic 
valley, are the remains of a HermiTaGce ; of which the 
Chapel is ſtill intire. This is hollowed with great ele- 
gance in a cliff near the river; as are alſo two adjoinin 
apartments, which probably ſerved for the Sacriity and 
Veitry, or were appropriated to ſome other ſacred uſes ; 
for the former of theſe, which runs parallel with the 
Chapel, appears to have had an Altar in it, at which 
aſs was occaſionally celebrated, as well as in the 


Chapel itſelf, 


Each of theſe apartments is extremely ſmall ; for that 
which was the principal Chapel does not in length ex- 
ceed eighteen feet; nor is more than ſeven feet and 2 
half in breadth and height : it is however very beauti- 
tully defigned and executed in the ſolid rock ; and has 
all the decorations of a complete Gothic Church or 
Cathedral in minature. T9 | 

K 


of Bothal Cattle, ſituate about ten miles from Wark- 
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But what principally diſtinguiſhes the Chapel, isa 

fmall Tomb or Monument, on the ſouth fide of the 
altar: on the top of which lies-a Female Figure ex. 
tended in the manner that effigies are uſually exhibited 
praying on ancient tombs. This figure, which is very 
eclicately defigned, ſome have ignorantly called an image 
of the Virgin Mary ; though 1t has not the leaſt reſem. 
blance to the manner in which ſhe is repreſented in the 
Romiſh Churches; who is uſually erect, as the object of 
adoration, and never in a proſtrate or recumbent pol. 
ture. Indeed the real image of the bleſſed Virgin pro- 
bably ſtood in a ſmall nich, ſtill viſible behind the altar: 
whereas the figure of a Bull's Head, which is rudely 
carved at this Lady's feet, the uſual place for the Creſt 
in old monuments, plainly proves her to have been a 

very difterent perſonage. Y 


About the tomb are ſeveral other Figures - which, as 
well as the principal one abovementioned, are cut in the 
natural rock, in the ſame manner as the little Chapel it- 
felf, with all its Ornaments, and the two adjoining A.- 
partments. What ſlight traditions are ſcattered through 
the country, concerning the origin and foundation of 
this Hermitage, Tomb, &c. are delivered to the Rea · 
der in the following rhimes. 


It is univerſally agreed, that the Founder was one of 
the Bertram' family, which had once conſiderable pol- 
ſefions in Northumberland, and were anciently Lords 


worth. He has been thought to be the ſame Bertram, 
that endowed Erinkburn Priory, and built Brenk- 
ſhaugh Chapel : which both ſtand in the ſame winding 
valley, higher up the river. 5 | 


Bot Brinkburn Priory was founded in the reign of 
K. Henry I.“ whereas the form of the Gothic vin: 


lired at a later period. 
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dows in this Chapel, eſpecially thoſe of the new altar, 
is found rather to reſemble the ſtyle of architeQure that 
prevailed about the reign of K. Edward III. And in- 
deed that the ſculpture in this Chapel cannot be much 
older, appears from the Creſt which is placed at tlie 
Lady's feet on the tomb; for Camden + informs us, 
that armorial Creſts did not become hereditary till a- 


bout the reign of K. Edward II. 


Theſe appearances ſtill extant, ſtrongly confirm the 


account given in the following poem, and plainly prove 


that the HERMIiT of Warkworth was not the ſame 
perſon that founded Brinkburn Priory in the twelfth 
century, but rather one of the Bertram family who 


£ 3 


* Tanmer's Notitia Monafs. I Gee bis Remaing, 


„„ FIT was the word uſed. by the old 
Minſtrels to ſignify a Part or Diviſion of their 
hiſtorical ſongs, and was peculiarly appropri- 
ated to this kind of compoſitions. See Re. 
liques of ancient Eng. Poetry. | 


* 
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| 9 was the night, and wild the ſtorm. | 
And loud the torrent's roar 3 | 


And loud the ſea was heard to daſh 
Againſt the diſtant ſhore. 


Muſing on man's weak hapleſs ſtate, 
The lonely Hermit lay; 

When, lo! he heard a female voice 

Lament in ſore diſmay. 


With hoſpitable haſte he roſe, 

And wak'd his ſleeping fire; 
And {natching up a lighted brand, 
Forth hied the reverend fire, - 


All ad beneath a neighbouring tree 
A beauteous maid he found, 
| Who beat her breaſt, and with her tears 
Bedewed the moſſy ground. 
3 K 3 
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O weep not, lady, weep not ſo; 
Nor let vain fears alaam; 
My little cell ſhall ſhelter thee, 
Aud keep the ſafe from harm. 


It is not for myſelf I weep, 
Nor for myſeif I fear; 

But for my dear and only friend, 
Who lately left me here: 


And while ſome ſheltering bower he ſought 
Within this lonely wood, 

Ah! fore I fear his wandering feet 
Have ſlipt in yonder flood, 


O! truſt in heaven, the Hermit ſaid, 
And to my cell repair; 

Doubt not but I ſhall find thy friend, 
And eaſe thee of thy care, 


Then climbing up his rocky ſtairs, 
He ſcales the cliff ſo high; | 
And calls aloud, and waves his light, 
To guide the ſtranger's eye. | 


Among the thickets lon he winds _ 
With careful ſteps and flow : 
At length a voice return'd his call, 


Quick anſwering from below. 


* . 


O tell me father, tell me true, 
If you have chanc'd to ſee 
A gentle maid, T lately left 
Beneath ſome neighbouring tree: 


But either I have loft the place, 
Or ſhe bath gone aſtray :; 
And much ] fear this fatal ſtream 
Hath ſnatch'd her hence away. 
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Praiſe lanka: my ſon the Lats ſaid : 
Thie lady's ſafe and well: | | 
And ſoon he join'd the wandering RY 
And brought him to his cell. 


Then well was ſeen, thols le friends 
They lov'd each other dear : 

The youth he preſs'd her to his heart 

The maid let fall a tear. 


Ah! ſeldom had their hoſt, T ween, 
Beheld fo ſweet a pair: 


The youth was tall with manly bloom, 
She ſlender, ſoft. and fair, 


The youth was clad in foreſt green, 
With bugle-horn ſo bright ; 

She in a ſilken robe and ſcarf, 
BGlnatch'd up in haſty fight. | 


Sit down, my children, ſays the Sage, 

Sweet reſt your limbs require; _ 
Then heaps freſh fuel on the hearth, 
And cls his little fire. 


4 


Partake, he ſaid, my ſimple ſtore, 
Dried fruits, and milk, and curds ; 
And ſpreading all upon the board, 
Invites with kindly words, 


Thanks, father, for thy baunteque fare ; 
The youtbful couple ſay 5 
Then freely ate, and —. 4 — cheer, 
And talk'd their cares away 


Now ſay, my children, (for perchance 
y council may avail) | 

What ſtrange adventure brought you here 
"Wikkin this lonely dale ? 


6 16 ́ 


Pirſt tell me, father, ſaid the youth; 
(Nor blame mine-eager tongue) 

What town is here ? What lands are theſe | 
And to what lord belong ? 


Alas! my ſon, the Hermit ſaid, 
Why do I live to ſay, 

The rightſul lord of theſe domain: 
I. © b * aw ay 4 


Ten winters now TEL hed he fnows, 
On this my lonely ball, 

Since valiant Hors vun ( 1 the North, 
* youthful lord did call) 


A inſt Fourth Henzr' BoLtnGBROKE 
ed up his northern powers, - 


And ſtoutly fighting loſt his life 


Near proud Salopia's towers. 


One ſon he leſt. a lovely boy, 
His country's hope and heir; 
And, ch to fave him from his foes 
It was his grandſire's care. 


In Scotland ſafe, he plac'd the child 
Beyond the reach of ſtrife, 
Nor bat before the brave old Earl 
At Bramham loſt his life. 


And now the Prxev name, ſo long 

Our northern pride and boaſt, 
Lies hid alas! beneath a cloud; 
Their honours reft and loft. 


No chieftain of that noble houſe 
Now leads our youth to arms; 
The bordering Scots deſpoil our fields, 
And ravage all our farms. 
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Their halls and eaſtles, once ſo fair, 
Now moulder in decay; | 
Proud ſtrangers now uſurp their Wb, * 
An'l bear their wealth away... 


Not far from hence, where yon full ſtream | 

= Runs winding down the lea, 5 | 
Fair Wax Kwon r lifts her lofty. towers, | PF ns 
And overlooks the ſea. Oe 


Thoſe towers, alas! now ſtand forlorn, 
With noiſome:weeds o' erſpread, 

Where feaſted lords and courtly dames, 
And * the poor were fed. ö 


Meattions far off, mid Scottiſh. bills, | 
The Pzxcy lives unknown: 
On ſtranger's bounty he depends, 
And niay not claim his own. 


O might I with theſe aged eyes, 

But live to ſee him here, RPE TS” 

Then ſhould my ſoul depart i in bliſs !— I”; 
He ſaid, and dropt a tear. En 


And is the Pexcy ſtill ſo 8 d 
Of all his friends and thee? 

Then, bleſs me, father, ſaid the youth, 
For I thy guett am He. 


Zilent he gaz'd, then turn'd aſide 
To wipe the tears he ſhed ; 

Then lifting up his hands and. eyes, 
Pour d b flags on his bead : 


Welcome, our dear and much lov'd lor , 
Thy country's hope and care : 

But who may this young lady be, 

Pac 3 lo waaderous fair. 


\ 
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Now, father, liſten to my ws 
And thou ſhalt know the truth: 


And let thy ſage advice direct 
7 unexperienc'd youth. 


In Scotland I've been nobly bred 
Beneath the Regent's hand“, 

In feats of arms, and every * 
To fit me for command. 


With fond impatience long 1 burn d 
My native land to ſee: = 
At length I won my guardian friend 

To yield that boon 8 


Then up and lows 5 in hunter's 6 garb | 
I wander'd as in chace, 
Till in the noble Nevitre's houfe + 
I gain'd a hunter o place. 1 


Sometime with him I liv'd unknown, 

Till I'd the hap ſo rare, 0 

To pleaſe this young and gentle , 
That baron's daughter fair. 


Now, PRRor, ſaid the bluſhing maid, 
The truth I muſt reveal; 

Souls great and generous, like to thine, 
Their noble deeds: conceal, ; 


; 1 # : * * . 
—— annonces 44 r 12 Fs. 4 ML wa 4 .I.. a i AC it. 24. a 


®. Robert Stuart, Duke of Alanby. See the conti- 
nuator of Forden's Scoti-Chronicon, ry” "52 cap. 
23, &c. 
+ Ralph Neville, " Ea! of F Weltwworland, a 
cheifly reſided at lis two Caſtles of Brancepeths avi 
Raby, both in the Biſhoprick of Durham. 


It happened un a ſummer's day, 
Led by the fragrant breeze, 
I wander'd forth to take the air. 

= Among the greenwood trees. 


W Sudden a band of rugged Scots, 
That near in ambuſh lay, | 

Moſs-troopers from the border- ſide, 
There ſeiz?d me for their prey. 


My ſhrieks had all been ſpent in vain, 
But heaven, that ſaw my grief, 

Brought this brave youth within my call, 
Who flew to my relief. 


With nothing but his hunter's ſpear, 
And dagger in his hand, 

He ſprung like lightning on my foes? 
And caus'd them ſoon to ſtand. 


He fonght, till more affiſtance came; 
The Scots were overthrowu; | 
Thus freed me, captive, from their bands, 

To make me more his own, 


O happy day! the youth replied ; 
Bleit were the wounds I bare! 

From that fond hour ſhe deign'd to ſmile, 
And liſten to my prayer. 


And when ſhe knew my name and birth, 
She vowed to be my bride ; | 
But oh! we fear d, (alas, the while!) 
Her princely mother's pride: 
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Siſter of haughty BoLIX BROKER“ 
. Our houſe s ancient foe, | 
© To me I thought a baniſh'd wight, NET ON 
| Could ne'er ſuch favour ſhew. 


Deſpairing then to gain conſent ; 
| At len th to fly with me 
* I won this lovely timorous maid, 
To Scotland bound are we. 


This evening, as the mght drew on, 
__ Fearing we were purſued, | 
We turn d adown the right hand path, , 
And gain'd this lonely wood. 


Then lighting from our weary ſteeds 
To ſhun the pelting ſhower, 
We met thy kind conducting hand, 
And reach d this friendly bower, ' 


Now reſt ye both, the Hermit ſaid ; , 
A while your cares foregoe : 

Nor, Lady, ſcorn my humble bed; 
We'll paſs rhe night below. F 


- „„ 
—— 


bag Joan, counteſs of Weſtinorland, mother of the 
Lady, was daughter of Jobn of Gaunt, and half-lifter 
of king Henry VI. 8 5 
+ Adjoining to the cliff, which contains the Chapel 
of the Hermitage, are th: remains of a ſmall. building, 
in which the Hermit dwelt. This conſiſted of one 
lower apartment, with a little Bed Chamber over It, 
and is now ia ruins : whereas the Chapel, cut in the 
ſolid rock, is ſtill very intire and perfect. 


THE END Or THE FIRST PART. 
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. SECOND. 


_ OVELY ſmil'd the bluſhing morn, 
And every ſtorm was fled 
But lovelier far, with ſweeter ſmile, 
Fair ELzanox left her bed. 


She found her Hexxr all alone, 
And cheer'd him with her fight ; 

The youth conſulting with his fr end, 
Had watch d the 1 night. 


What ſweet ſurprize o' erpower'd her breaſt ? 
Her cheek what bluſhes dyed, 

When fondly he beſought her there 
To yield is be his bride. 


Within this lonely Hermitage 
There is a chapel meet: | 
Thea grant, dear maid, my fond requeR, . 
And make my bliſs complet. = 
L 
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0 Ane when thou deign'ſt to ſue, | | 
Can I thy ſuit withitand ? | EY 
When thou, lov'd youth, haſt won my heart, i 

Can I refuſe my. hand ? 


For thee I left a father's ſmiles, | 
And mother's tender care; ' | _ 
And whether weal or woe betide, 
Thy lot I mean to ſhare. 


And wilt thou then, O generous maid, 
Such matchleſs favour ſhow, 
To ſhare with me a baniſh'd wight 

* peril, pain, or woe. 


Now heaven, I truſt, hath j Joys in ſtore 
To crown thy conſtant breaſt ; 

For, . know, fond hope aſſures my heart 
That we mal ſoon be bleſt. 


Not far from 8 ſtands Coquet Iſle 
Surrounded by the ſea; 


There dwells a 3 friar, well. an 
To all thy friends and thee :* 


»Tis father Bernar!, ſo teoer d | 
For every worthy deed ; 


To Razr caſtle he ſhall go, oo 
And for us kindly plead. | . 


To fetch this good and holy man 


Our reverend hoſt is gone: 


And ſoon, I truſt, his pious hands 


Will; join. us doch Js one. 


— 


* —_ 8 
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* In the little iſland of Coquet, near Warkworth, 
re ſtill the ruins of a Cell, which belonged to the 


Benedictine monks of e Abbey. 
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Thus they in | ſweet and tender talk 
The lingering hours beguile: 

At length they ſee the hoary ſage 
Come from the neighbouring iſle. 


With pious joy and wonder mix d 
He greets the noble pair, 
Then glad conſents to join their hands 
With many a fers prayer. 
Then itraight to RABx's diſtant walls 
He kindly bends his way; . 
Mean-time in love and dalliance ſweet 
They ſpend the livelong day. 


And now, attended by their hoſt, 
The Hermitage they view'd, 
Deep-hewn within a craggy eliff, 

And ee with wood, 


And near a fight of ſtately eps, 

All cut with niceſt ſkill 

And piercing thro” a tony Arch, 
Ran winding up the hill. | 


There deck'd with many a flower and keth 
His little Garden ſtands ;  . Rs 

With fruitful trees in ſhady rows, 4 
All planted by his hands. 


Then, ſcoop'd within the ſolid rock, 
Three ſacred Vaults he ſhows ; 

The chief a Chapel, neatly arch'd, + 
<0 OA Columns roſe. | 


Each proper ornament was there, 
That ſhould a chapel grace: 
The Lattice for confeſſion fram'd, 


And Holy-water Vaſe. 
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Ger either door a ſacred Text 
Invites to godly fear; 

And in a little ſcutcheon hung 
The croſs, and crown, and bear. * 


Up to the Altar's ample breadth 
Two eaſy ſteps aſcend ; | 

Aud near a glimmering ie light 
Two well-wrought Windows lend. 


Beſide the altar roſe a Tomb 
Allis the living ſtone: 
On which a young and beauteous Maid 
In goodly ſculpture ſhone. il; 


A kneeling Angel fairly carv'd 
Lean'd hovering o'er her breaſt ; 
A weeping warrior at her feet ; 


And near to theſe her Creſt. „ 


The cliT, the vault, but chief the tomb, 
Attract the wondering pair: 
_ they aſk, what hapleſs dame 


ies ſculptured here ſo fair? 


The Hermit ſigh'd, the Hermit wept, 
For ſorrow farce could ſpeak : 

At length he wip'd the rk _ 
That all bedew'd his cheek : 4g 


Alas! my children, human 4 
Is but a vale of woe; | 
And very mournful 1s the tale, 
Which you ſo fain would know. 


_—_— 


* 'This 18 a Bull 8 Head, his eres ah "ou Widdring: 
ton family. All the Figures, &c. here deſcribed, are 
ſtilÞ viſible ; only ſomewhat effaced with length of 
time. 
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Young lord, thy grandfire had a friend PF” 
In days of youthful fame; 10 
Von ſtant hills were his domains; 2 VET 
Sir BERTRAM was his name. 


Where'er the noble Pzxcy fought 
His friend was by his fide; 

And many a ſkirmiſh with the Scots 
Their early valonr try'd. 


Young Bertram lov'd a beauteous 8 
= As fair as fair might be? 

= The dew-drop on the litly's cheek, 

; Was not ſo fair as ſhe. 


Fair W1DDR1NTON the maiden's name, „ 
þ Yon towers her dwelling place ; F 

Her fire an old Northumbrian chief, 

| Devoted to thy race. 


das a lord, and many a knight 


To this fair damſel came es 7 
But Bertram was her only choice ; 1 
For him ſhe felt a flame. ; 25 
Lord PCR pleaded for his friend, 2 1 
Her father ſoon conſents; . 


None but the beauteous maid herſelf, 
His wiſhes now prevents. 


But ſhe with Rudied fond delays 
Defers the bliſsful hour ; 

And loves to try his conſtancy, 
And prove her maiden power. 


* 
— 


„„. * 
T Widdrington Caſtle, is about five miles ſouth a 
Warkworth. | 
L 3 
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That heart, ſhe ſaid, is gba pris 'd, 

Which is too lightly wog; 
And long ſhall rue that caſy maid, 

Who yields her love too ſoon. 
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Lord Prxcr made a ſoleran Teaft- 
In ->Inwick's princely hall; 


And there came lords, and there came knights, 
His chiefs and barons: ay 


% 


With waſſel mth, and r 
The caſtle rung around: e 
Lord Percy, cail'd for ſong and harp, 
And pipes'of martial ſound. 


The Minſtrels of thy noble halide, 
All clad in robes of blue, 

With flver Creſcents on their arms 
Attend in order dae 


The great atchievments of thy race 
They ſung : their high command: 

How valiaut Ma iufred o' er the ſeas 
« Firſt led his northern dank * 


Brave Galfred next to Normandy 
«© With venturous Rollo came 
And from his Norman Caſtles won 
«© Aſſum d the Percy name. 5. 


+ Sec Dagdale's Baronage, pa. 269, Kc. 


s In lower Normandy are three places of the name 
of Percy : whenee the family took the ſurname of De 


Percy. 
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« They ſung how in the Congueror's fleet 

„Lord William ſhipp'd his powers, 
« And gain'd a fair young Saxon bride 1 
« With all her lands and towers. F MATES | 


« Then journeying to the Holy Land, 
« There bravely. fought and dy d: 

« Put firſt the filver Creſcent wan, '  - +. 16 
« Some Paynim Soldan's pride. 17 top 


« They ſung how Agnes, beauteous heir, 
« The queen's own brother wed _ . 
Lord Joſceline, ſprung from Charlemagne, 
« In princely Barbant bred.*_ 3 


3 * 
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+ William De Percy, ſifth in deſcent from Galfred 
or Geffery De Percy, ſon of Mainfred, aſſiſted in the 
conqneſt of England, and bad given him the large poſ- 
ſeſſions in Vorkſhire, of F1nzma De Porte, (fo the Nor- 
man writers name her) whoie father, à great Saxon 
lord, had been flain fighting along with Harold. This 
young Lady. William from a principle of honour and 

enerolity married: for having had all her lands be- 
Loved npon him by the conqueror, © he (to uſe the 
« words of the old Whitby, Chroniele) wedded hyr that 
„vas very heire to them, in diſcharging of his conſei- 
« ence.*, See Harl. MSS. 692, (26)— He died at 
Moontjoy near Jeruſalem in the ſirſt Cruſade. 


* Agnes De Percy, ſole heireſs of her houſe, married 
Joſceline De Lovain, youngeſt ſon of Godfred Barba- 
tus, duke of Barbant, and brother of queen Adehza, 
ſecond wife of king Henry I. He took the name of 
Percy, and was anceſtor to the Earls of Northumber- 
land, His ſon lord Richard De Percy was one of the 
twenty-ſix barons, choſen to ſee the Magna Charta 
duly obſerved. 


Ld * 


1 1. 
. How he the Percy name reviy d, | 
And how his noble line. 
&« Sill foremoſt in their country's cauſe 
«© With godlike ardour ſhine,” 


With loud acclaims the liſtening croud 
Applaud the maſter's ſong, - - \ 
And deeds of arms and 8 ame . 
The theme of ev'ry tongue. 


Now high heroic acts they tell, 
Their perils paſt recal, 
When, lo! a damſel young and fair 
Step'd forward thro' the hall. 


She Bertram courteouſly addreſs'd ; 
And kneeling on her knee; 
Sir knight, the lady. of thy love 
Hath ſent this gift to thee. 


Then forth ſhe drew a glittering helme 
Well-plated many a fold, | 
The caſque was wrought of temper'd ſteel, 

The creſt of burniſh d gold. 


Sir knight, thy lady ſends thee this, 
And yields to be thy bride, DD 

When thou haſt proy'd this maidea gift 

Where ſharpeſt blows are try'd. | 


Young Bertram took the ſhining helme 
And thrice he kiſs'd the ſame: 

Truſt me. I Il prove this precious caſque he 
With deeds of nobleſt fame. F 


Lord Pris and 51 baron's bold 
Then fix upon a day 


To ſcour the marches, late oppreſs 4 
And Scottiſh wrongs repay. 


The WAP aſſembled on the bills 
A thouſand horſe or more; 

Brave Widdrington, tho? ſank i in years, 3 
The Percy ſtandard bore. | 


Tweed's limpid current ſoon they paſs, 
And range the borders round ; | 

Down the green ſlopes of Tiviotdale 1 
Their bugle horns reſound. TO 


As when a lion in his en 
Hath heard the hunter's cries, 

And ruſhes out to meet his foes, + 

So did the DovGras riſe. * 


jay 


Sica on their chief's command 
A thouſand warriors wait; 
And now the fatal hour drew on 64-9 : 

| Of cruel keen debate. eee e ee ene 2 


A choſen troop of Scottiſh' youths — 
Advance before the reſt; YI = 
Lord PEN C „ mark'd their gallant mer nb, 
And thus his f riend addreſs'd. | 


Now, Bertram, prove thy Lady's helme, 
Attack yon aud and; 4 

Dead or alive I'll reſcue thee, 

Ur periſh by their hand. 


E 


Voung "SITE? bow d, with glad af! 
And ſpur'd his eager feed, 
And calling on his Lady's name, 
| Ruſh'd forth with whirlwind ſpeed. 


As 5 a grove of Sapling oaks 
The livi lightning rends; 

So fiercely mid the oppoſing ranks - 
Sir Bertram's ſword deſcends. | 


This way and that he drives the eel, | 
And keenly pierces thro' ; 

And many a tall and comely knight . 
With furious force he flew. 3 


Now cloſing faſt on every | fide l 
They hem Sir Bertram round: 

But dauntleſs he repels their rage, 
And deals borth many a wound» 


The vigour of bis, ſingle arm 
Had well-nigh won the fields? 


When ponderous fell a, +5 gay _ f 
And clove his lifted ſhield... 


A blow his temples took, 
- And reft his helme in twain $ 


That beauteous helme his lady's gift! 


—Fis blood bedewed * plain. 


Lord riger ſaw his 4 0 fall 
Amid the unequal fight; | 

And now, my noble friends, he ſaid, 
Let's ſave this gallant knight. 


Then ruſhing i in, with Rreteh'd out eld - 


He o'er the warrior hung; 1 
As ſome fierce eagle ſpreads her wing 
T o guard her callow young. 


Three times they ſtrove to ſeine their Pray, 5 7 
Three times they quick retire ; 


What force could ſtand his furious ſtrokes, N ri 


Or meet his martial fire? 


Now gathering round on every part 
The battle rag'd amain; 
And many a lady wept her lord 
That hour untimely ſlain. 


* . 


Percy and DoveLas, great in arms, 
There all their courage ſhow'd: 

And all the field was ſtrew'd with dead, 
And all with crimſon flow'd, 


At length the YL of the day 
The Scots reluctant yield, 
And, after wonderous valour ſhown, 


They ſlowly quit the field, 


All pale extended on their ſhields 
And weltering 1 in his gore 
Lord Percy's knights their bleeding | friend 
To Waxx's fair caſtle bore. 


Well haſt thou earn'd my daughter* 8 love z . 
Her father kindly ſed ; 
And the herſelf wal dreſs thy wounds, 
And tend thee in thy bed. N 
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A meſſage went, no 4aughter c came 1 
Fair I84BEL ne'er appears: 
Beſhrew me, ſaid the aged chief, 


Young maidens have their end. 


Cheer up my ſon, thou malt ber "A 
So ſoon as thou canſt ride: 

And ſhe ſhall nurſe thee in her bower, 
And ſhe hall be thy bride. | F 


Sir Bertram, at her name reviv 'd, 

He blets'd the ſoothing! ſound ; CF N. 

Fond hope ſupplicd the Nurſe's care, 
F208 heal'd his hor adi owns: 


Wax Cattle, a fortreſs belonging t. to 10 En gliſt, 
aud of great note in ancient times, ſtood on the Luth. 
ern bauk of the river Tweed, a little to the eaſt of 


Tivietdale, and not far from Kelſo. It is now entirely 
deſtroyed, 8 


THE END oF THE SECOND Parr. 
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FIT THE THIRD. 
O * early morn while dewy drops 


Hung trembling on the tree, 
Sir Bertram from his ſick bed roſe, 
His bride he would go ſee, 


f 


A brother he had in prime of youth, 
Of courage firm and keen, 

And he would tend him on the way 
Becauſe his wounds were green. 


All day o'er moſs and moor they rode, 
By many a lonely tower; 

And *twas the dew-fall of the night 
Ere they drew near her bower. 


Moſt drear and dark the caſtle ſeem'd, 

That wont to ſhine ſo bright; 
And long and loud Sir Bertram call'd 
Ere he beheld a light. | 
M 


= 
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At length her ed te el 9 
With voice ſo ſhrill and clear: 

What wipht is this, that calls ſo loud, 
And knocks ſo Pry nab 5 


ri is Bertram calls, thy Lady” J love, 63 
Come from his bed of care: 

All day I've ridden o'er moor 10 moſs 
10 ſee thy lady fair. 


Now out alas! (ſue loudly eh 
Alas how may this be? 
For fix Jong days are,gone and paſt 


Since ſhe ſet out to thee. 


gad terror ſeiz'd Sir Bertram's heart, 
And ready was he to fall? 

When now the draw-bridge Was let down, 
And gates were e open'd all. k 

Six days, young knight are paſt and gone, 
Since the ſet out to thee ; < © 

And fore if no ſad harm had bap'd 
Long ſince thou WOE On ſecs 


For when ſhe heard thy grievous chance 


She tore her hair, and cried, 
Alas! I've flain the comelieſt kit, 


All thro' my folly and pride! 


And now to atone for: my ſad fault, 
And his dear health regain, 
I'll go myleif, and nurſe my love, 


And ſooth his bed of pain. 


Then mounted ſhe her milk-white ſteed 
One morn at break of day; 
And two tall yeomen went with her 


To guard her on her way. 


9 
13 


„ 


N 

» ©: Bey I 9 
o o NS * 
* P - 


f 3 4 75 
1 5 
Je. : . "+ 
i 2 t £32 | 3 2 
Bad terror ſmote Sir Bertram's heart, a 2 
And grief o' erwhelm'd his mind: g 
22 e „ £ hs 
Truſt me, ſaid he, I ne%er will reſt „ Ay 
Till 1 thy lady fing. . Aae 


That night he ſpent in ſorrow and care; 
And with ſad boding heart 
Or erer the dawning of tue day 
His brother and he depart. 


- 


Now, brother, we'll our ways divide, 
O'er Scottiſh hills to range: 

Do thou go north, and LN go weft ;. | 
And all our drels we'll change. D 


| I : — "24H. TID. SSH” oy 4 
Some Scottiſh carle hath ſeiz'd my love, 
And borne her to his den? 


And n&er will I tread Engliſh ground 
Till the is reſtor'd agen. | 


The brothers ſtraight their paths divide, 
| Ocer Scottiſh, hill range : : :::; oo 17 
And hide themſelves in queint diſguiſe, - | 
And oft their dreſs they change. 


b 1 
1 : 


vir Bertram clad in gown of grey, 
Moſt like a palferpuors rs 27> gifs 7 44 7 
To halls and caſtles wanders round, 3 8 by 
And begs fram door to door. EONS TE”. 
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Sometimes a Minftrel's garb he wears, 
With pipes ſo loud and ſhrill:; 
And wends to every, tower and town; 


O'er every dale and hill. 
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One day as he ſate whale a thorn 
All ſunk in deep deſpair, | 
An aged Pilgrim paſs'd him by, 
Who mark'd his mor of care. 


All Minftrels yet that ere I ſaw, 
Are full of game and glee: 

But thou art ſad and | woe-begone ! 

I marvel whence it be 


Father, I ſerve an aged Lord, 
Whoſe grief affliets my mind; 

His only child is fto'ln away, 

And fain I would her find. 


Cheer up, my ſon, 8 (he ſaid) 
Some tidings I may bear: 

For oft when Ark hopes have fail'd, 
Then heavenly comfortꝰs near. 


Behind yon hills ſo ſont: and high, 
. Down in a lonely glen, 
There ſtands a caftle fair and ſtrong, 
Far from ag abode of men. 


As late I cha ne'd to crave « an les 
About this evening hour, 
 Me-thought I heard a Lady's voice 
Lamenting in the tower. 


And when I aſl'd what harm had hap'd, 
What lady ſick there lay? 

They rudely drove me from the gate, 
And bade me wend away. 
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The tidings caught ſir Bertram's ear, 
He chauk d him for his tale 3 : 

And ſoon he haſted oer the hills, 
And ſoon he reach'd the vale. 


Which ſtood in dale fo low, 
And fitting down beſide the gate, 
His pipes he 'gan to blow. 


Sir Porter, is thy lord at home 

To hear a Minſtrel's ſong ? 
Or may I crave a lodging here? 
Without offence or wrong ? 


My Lord, he ſaid, is not at home 

To hear a Minſtrel's ſoog-: .. - 
And ſhould I lend thee lodging here, 
My life would not be long. : 


He play'd again, ſo ſoft a ſtrain, 
Such power ſweet ſounds impart, 

He won the churliſh- Porter's ear, 

And mov'd his ſtubborn heart. 


Fair entrance thou ſhould'ſt win; 
But, alas! 1 am ſworn upon the rood, 


To let no ſtranger in. 


Yet, Minſtrel, in yon riſing elif © 
Thou'lt find a ſheltering cave, 
And here thou ſhalt my ſupper ſhare, 
And there thy lodging have. 


All day he ſits beſide the gate, 
And pipes both loud and clear: 
All night he watches round the walls, 
In hopes his love to hcar. | 


M z 


Then drawing near thoſe lonely towers, 


Minſtrel, he ſaid, thou play'{ ſo ſweet, 


a 7 
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The firſt night as he ſilent watch'd 

All at the midnight hour, 

He plainly heard his Lady's voice 
Lamenting in the tower. 


The ſecond night the. moon hone dear, 
And gilt the ſpangled dew ; 
He ſaw his Lady thro' the grate, 


But twas a tranſient view. 


The third night 3 out * gept 
Till near the mor ning tide; 

When ſtarting up, he ſeiz'd his fword, 
And to the caſtle hy'd. 


When, lo ! he ſaw a ladder of ropes 
Depending from the wall ; 
And o'er the mote was newly laid 


A poplar Dong. and tall. 


And ſoon be ſaw his love deſcend 
Wrapt in a tartan plaid : 
Aſſiſted by a fturdy youth 
In Highland gard N, | 


3 d coufacoded at the ſight, 
He lay unſeen and till ; 


And ſoon he ſaw them 5 the 13 : 


And mount the neighbouring hill. 


Unheard, unknown of all within, 
The youthful couple fly. 

But what can ſcape the lover's ken ? 
Or ſhun his piercing eye? 


With filent ſteps he follows cloſe 
Behind the flying pair, | 
And ſaw her hang upon his arm, 
With fond familiar air. 
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Thanks, gentle youth, ſhe often ſaid: 
My thanks thou well halt won: 

For me what wiles haſt thou contriv'd ? 
For me what dangers run? 


And ever ſhall my grateful heart _ 
Thy ſervices repay : 5 

Sir Bertram would no further hear, 
But cried, Vile traitor, itay ! 


Vile traitor, yield that Lady up !— 
And quick his fword he drew, 
The ftranger turn'd in ſudden rage 

And at Sir Bertram flew, 


With mortal hate their vigorous arms 
Gave many a vengeful blow: 
But Bertram's ftronger arm prevail'd, 


An laid the ſtranger low. 


Die, traitor, die !—A deadly thurſt 
Attends each furious word. 

Ah ! then fair Iſabel knew his voice, 
And ruſh'd beneath his ſword. 


O ſtop, ſhe cried, O Rop thy arm! 
Thou doſt thy brother flay !— 

And here the Hermit paus'd and wept : 
His tongue no more could ſay. 


At length he cried, ye lovely pair, 
How ſhall I tell the reft ?— 
Ere I could ſtop my piercing ſword, 
It fell, and ſtabb'd her breaſt. 


( 13993 


Wert thou thyſelf that hapleſs n EY 
Ah! cruel fate! they faid. 

The Hermit wept, and fo did they; 
They bgh'd ; he hung his head, 


O blind and jealous rage he eried, £5 a9 
What evils from thee flow? '- 5 
The Hermit paus'd ; they ſent n mourn d; 
He wept, and they were woe. | 


Ah! when I heard my brother — PR 
And ſaw my lady bleed, 455 
I rav'd, I wept, I curſt my arm, 


That wrought the fatal deed. - 7 1 Gets 


In vain I claſp'd her to my breaſ ,t, 
And clos'd the ghaſtly woundgd 
In vain I preſs'd his bleeding corple, - 

And rais'd it from the ground. 


My brother, alas ! ſpoke never more 
_ His precious life was flown. 

She kindly ftrove to ſooth my pain, 

% Regardleſs of her own. 


Bertram, ſhe ſaid, be comforted, - 

And hive to think on me : 

May we in heaven that union prove, 
"Which here was not to be. | 


Bertram, ſhe ſaid, I ſtill was trve ; 
Thou onlyhadſt my heart : | * 
F May we hereafter meet in bliſs ! C 
=_ We now, alas! mult part. 
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For thee I left my father's hall, 
And flew to thy relief; 
When, lo! near Chiviot's fatal hills 
I met a Scottiſh chief. | 


Lord Malcolm's ſon, whoſe proffered lov 
[ had re fus d with ſcorn n 

He ſlew my guards and feiz'd on me 
Upon that fatal morn; 


And in theſe dreary hated walls 

He kept me cloſe confin'd; 
And fondly ſued and warmly preſs'd 
To win me to his mind. 75 


Each riſing morn inereas'd my pain, 
Each night increas'd my fear; 
When wandering in this northern garb 
Thy brother found me here. 


He quickly form'd this brave deſign 
To ſet me captive free 2 
And on the moorhis horſes wait 
Ty'd to a neighbouring tree. 


Then haſte, my love, eſcape away, 
And for thyſelf provide; | 

And ſometimes fondly think on her, 
Who ſhould have been thy bride. 


Thus pouring comfort on my ſoul 
Even with her lateſt breath, _ 
She gave one parting fond embrace, 
And clos'd her eyes in death. 


ww. 
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„ 
. 
In wild amaze, in {peechicls woe, 
Devoid of ſenſe I lay ::// | 
Then ſudden all in frantic mood 
I meant * to lay: 


— 


And riſing up in furious haſte 


I ſeiz'd the bloody brand :* e. 
2 turdy arm here interpos'd, 5 


Aud wrench'd it from my hand. 


A FF, that from the caſtle came, . 
Had * their lovely ward; 


And ſeizing me to priſon bare, 


And deep in dungeon barr d. 


It chanc'd that on that very: morn 
Their chief was Priſoner + i. Ro 

Lord Pexcy had fis foon exchang'd, | : 
And ſtrove to footh my ay 4 


And ſoon thoſe es 3 remains 
To England were canvey'd.: , 

And there within their ſilent tombs, 
With holy rites were laid. 


For me I loath'd my „. 8 
And long to end it thought; 


Till time, and books and holy men 


Had better counters 1 


They rais'd my "ER to FO pure 1 


Whence heavenly comfort ffows: 
1 me me to deſpiſe the world, 
And ca * bears its woes. 
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No more the ſlave of human pride, 
Vain hope, and ſordid care: 

mee kly vow d to ſpend my life 
In penitence aud prayer. 


The bold Sir Bertram now no more, 
Ipmetuous, haughty, wild; 

But poor and humble benedict, 
Now lowly, patient, mild; 


x * 


My lands I gave to feed the poor, 
And ſacred altars raiſe; 

And here a lonely Anchorite 

I came to end my days. 


This ſweet ſcqueſter'd'vale I choſe, 


Theſe rocks and hanging grove ;. 


For oft beſide that murmuring ſtream ' © 


My love was wont to rove. 


My noble friend approv'd my choice; 
This bleſt retreat he gave t 

Ard here I carv'd her beauteous form, 
And ſcoop d this holy cave. | 


Full ſifty winters, all forlorn, 
My life I've hogered here; 

And daily o'er this ſculptmed ſaint 
I drop the peuſive tear. | 


And thou dear brother of my heart, 
So faithful and ſo true, 

The lad remembrance of thy fate 
Still makes my boſom rue! 


66} 


COTS 
Yet not unpitied paſs'd my life, 


— 


o 


| Forſaken, or forgot, 
The Pac and his noble Sons 
 Weuld grace my lowly cot. 


Oft the great Earl from toils of ſtate, 

And cumbrous pomp of power, 

Would gladly ſeek my little cell 
To ſpend the tranquil hour. 


But length of time is length of woe, 
E liv'd to mourn his fall : 8 0 
I liv*a to moura his godlike Sons, 
And friends and followers all. 


8 But thou the honours of thy race, 


Lov'd youth, ſhalt now reftore ; 
And raiſe again the Pracy name 
More glorious than before. 


He ceas'd. and on the lovely pair 
His choiceſt bleſſings laid: 


2 Whil they with thanks and pitying tears 


His mournful tale repaid. _ 


And now what preſent courſe to take 
They aſk the good old fire ; 
And guided by his ſage advice 
To Scotland they retire. 
Mean-time their ſuit ſuch favour found 
At Rasy « ſtately hall, 
Earl Nevil:c and his princely Spouſe 
Now gladly pardon all. 
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She ſuppliant- at her“ Nephew's throne”, 
The royal grace implor'd: | 

To all the honours of his race 

The Percy was reſtor'd. 


The youthful Earl ſtill more and more 
Admir'd his beauteous dame; 

Nix E noble Sons to him ſhe bore, 
All worthy of their name. 


2 
* 


* King Henry V. Anno 1414, 

* The account given in the We ballad of 
young Percy, the ſon of Horsevur, is confirmed by 
the following Extract from an old Chronicle formerly 


belonging to Whitby Abbey. 5 : 


THE END oF THE BALLAD, 
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i HENRY Percy, the fun fir HEXRY Percy, that 
++ was-ſlayne at Shreſbury, and of ELizZABETH, the 
daughter of the Erle of Marche, after the death of 
„his Father and Grauntſyre, was exiled into Scotland* 
: in the time of king Henry the Fourth: but in the 
« time of king Henry the Fifth, by the labonr of Jo- 
„ HANNE the countes of Weſtmerland, {whoſe Davgh. 
& ter ALIanoOR he had wedded in coming into England, 
e he recovered the King's grace, and the countye of 
„Northumberland, ſo was the Second Erle of Thom 
© thumberland. _ LE: 

Ls | 

«© And of this -Ai1anor his wife, he begat IX 
„“ Bonnes, and III Daughters, whoſe names be Jo- 
* HANNE, that is buried at Whitby: THOMAS, Jord 
Egremont: KATHARTNE GRAT of Rythen : Si 
« Rarrs Percy: WilLraM Percy, a Byſhopp: 
RI HARD Percy: John, that died wiTHouT Issvs: 
(another Joux, called by Vincent F Johannes 
«« Percy ſenior de Warkworth': ] GREGRGE Percy, 
Clerk: Henry that died wir hour ISS ur: 
* ANNE——" (beſides the eldeſt ſon and ſucceſſor 


here ommitted, becauſe he « comes in below, viz. 


„% HENRY Präcr, the third Erle of Northumberland. 


Vid. Harl. MSS. No 629. (26) in the Britiſh Muſeum. 


4 — 
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. c. remained an Exile in Scotland during the 
reign of king Henry IV. In Scotia exulavit tempore 
Henrici Regis quarti. Lat. MSS. penes Duc. North. 


+ See his Great Baronage No. 20. in the Heralds office, 
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T will perhaps gratify the curious Reader 
to be informed, that from a word or two 
formerly legible over one of the Chapel 
Doors, it is believed that the Text there in. 
ſcribed was that Latin verſe of the Pſalmiſt,“ 
which is in our Tranflation, 13 
My Tears HAVE BEEN MY MEAT 
DAY AND NIGHT. | 


Is alſo certain, that the memory of the firſt 

Hermit was held in ſuch regard and venera- 
tion by the PER Y Family; that they after- 
wards maintained a Chantry Prieſt, to reſide 
in the Hermitage, and celebrate Maſs in the 
Chapel: Whoſe allowance, uncommonly libe- 
rel and munificent, was continued down 

to the Diſſolution of the Monaſtries; and 
then the whole Salary, together with the Her- 
mitage and all its dependencies, reverted back 
to the Family, having never been endowed 
in mortmain. On this account we have ne 
Record, which fixes the date of the Founda. 
tion, or gives any particular account of the 
rſt Hermit; but the following Inſtrument 
will ſhew the liberal Exhibition afforded to 
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* Plat, zxliii 3 
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his Succeflors. It is the Patent granted to 
the laſt Hermit in 1532, and is copied from 
an ancient MS. book of Grants, &c- of the 
VIth Earl of Northumberland, in Henry the 


Vlllths time f. 


SIR GEORGE LANCASTRE PATENT 
| "OF XX MERKS BY YERE. 


\ 


« Hrxry Erle of Northumberland, Ke. 
« Know youe that I the ſaid Erle, in conf 
6, deration of the diligent and thankfull fer. 
« vice, that my well beloved Chaplen Sir 
&« George Lancaſtre hath don unto me the ſa 
« Erle, and alſo for the goode and vertus dil. 
6 poſition I do perceive in him: And for that 
4c he ſhall have in his daily recommendation 
6 andpraiers the good eſtate of all ſuch noble 

ce Blode and other Perſonages, as be now lev. 
cc ynge; and the ſoules of ſuch noble Blode 
« as be departed on the mercy of God owte 
«« of this preſent lyve, whos Names are con- 
ce teyned and wrettyn in a Table upon perch- 
« ment ſigned with thande of me the ſaid 
« Erle, and delivered to the cnſtodie and 
« keapynge of the ſaid Sir George Lancaſtre; 
« and further, that he ſhall kepe and ſay his 
a< devyn ſervice in a and doing 
5 Mafle of Requiem every weke accordynge 


— 
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« as it is written and ſet furth in the ſaid 


to % Table: Have geven and graunted, and by 
m theſe preſents do geve and graunte unto 
be . the faid Sir George, myn Armyiage belded 


« in a Rock of itone within my Parke of 
« WARKKWOKTH in the Countie of Nor- 
« thurabertand in the honour of the bleſſed 
„ Trynete, with a yerly ſtipendie of twent! 

« Merks by yere*, from the feeſt of Wnt 
« Michell tharchaungle laſt paſt afore the 
« date herof yerly durynge the naturall lyve 
« of the ſaid Sir George: AnD allo 1 the ſaid 
„ Erle, have geven and graunted, and by 
g thele preſents do geve and graunte unto 
« the faid Sir George Lancg/tre, the occupa- 
« tion of one little Gresground of myn cal- 
« led Conygarth nygh adjoinynge the ſaid 
* Hermitage, only to his only uſe and prou- 
« fit wynter and ſumer durynge the faid 
terme; The Garden and Orteyard belong- 
„ ynge the ſaid Armytage ; The Gate} and 
bo pa ure of Twelf Kye and a Bull; with their 
* Calves ſucking; and two Horſes goynge 

and beynge within my {aid Park of Wark- 
worth wynter and ſomer; One draught of- 
% Fiſhe every Sundaie in the yere to be 
* drawn fornenſtſ the ſaid Armytage, called 
The Try nete Draught; Ax p Twenty Lods 


— 
* — 


This would. be qual to C. ioo per annum now. 
See the Chronicon Pretsoſum- ＋ Going: ſrom the 
verb, To Gae. Þ Or fore menſt: i. e. oppoſite 
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of Fyrewode to be taken of my Wods callel 
** Shilbotell Wode, during the ſaid terme. 
The ſtipend of XX Merks by yer to be 
taken and perceived + yerly of the ren 
and terme of my Fiſhing of Warkworth, 
„ by thands of the Fermour of Fermoun 
of the ſame for the tyme beynge yerh x 
the times ther uſed and accuſtomed by 
1 | even portions. In wytne; 
Allowe in recompence whereof to thefe my Let. 
hereof yerly x "# 5 1 
Richerd Ryche ters Patentes 1 the ſaid 
| Erle have ſet the Sealed 
«© myn Armes: Te?ven undre my Signet at 
<< my Caſtle of Warkworth, the third Day df 
December, in the XXIII Yer of the Reign 
* of our Soveregn Lorde Kyng Henry the 
8 e 


4 
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On the Diſſolution of the Monaſteries, the 
above Patent was produced before the Cour 
of Augmentation in Michaelmas-'term, 20 
OR. A. 29. Hen. VIII. when the ſame was al 
lowed by the Chancellor and Councel of the 
ſaid Court, and all the profits confirmed to 
the incumbent Sir George I. encaſter; Ex. 
cepting that in compenſation for the annual 
Stipend of Twenty Marks, he was to receiv 


F Sic MS. + So the MS. The above Sir Richard 
Rych was Chancellor of the Augmentations at the Sup 
prefſion of the Movaſteries. | 
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a ſtipend of Ten Marks, and to have a free 
Chapel called the Rood Chapel, and the Hof- 
pital of St. Leonard, within . the Barony of 
Wigdon, in the County of Cumberland. 


After the peruſal of the above PaTENT it 
will perhaps be needleſs to caution the reader 
againſt a miſtake, ſome have fallen into; of 
confounding this Hermitage NAR Wark- 
worth, with a Chantry founded. wirain the 


town itſelf, by Nicholas de Farnham, biſhop. 


of Durham, in the reign of Henry III. who 
appropriated the Church of Brankeſton for 
the maintenance there of Two BenediQing 
Monks from Durhamf. That ſmall monaſtic 
foundation is indeed called a CELL by biſhop 
Tannerf : but he mult be very ignorant, who 
ſuppoſes thar by the word CELL is neceſſarily 
to be underſtood a Hermitage; whereas it 
was commonly applied to any ſmall conven- 


tual eſtabliſhinent, which was dependant on 


another. 


As for the Chapel belonging to this endow- 
ment of biſhop Farnham, it is mentioned as 
in ruins in ſeveral old ſurveys of Queen Eliza- 
beth's time; and its ſcite, not far from Wark- 
worth Church, is ſtill remembered. But that 
there was never more than' One Prieſt main- 
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tained, at one and the ſame time, within the 


Hermitage, is plainly proved (if any further 
proof be wanting) by the following Extra 
from a ſurvey — Warkworth, made in the 


Year 1567 65 viz. 


0 Ther i is in the Parke (ſc. of Warkworth) 


40 
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alſo one Howſe hewyn within one Cragge, 


which is called the Hermitage Chapel: In 
the fame ther haith bene One Preaſt keap- 
ed which did ſuch godlye ſervices as at that 
tyme was uſed and celebrated. The Man- 
hon Howſe (fe. the !mill building adjoin- 
ing to the Cragge) ys now in decaye : The 
Cloſes that apperteined the ſaid Chantrie 
ys OS to his W le: 


* 


% 
1 


2 


+ + By Georgs Clarkſon, MS. yy Duc, North. 
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THE END. 
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TWO LEGENDARY TALES. 


By Miss HANNAH MORE. 


* 


Of them who, wrapt in Earth ſo cold, 
No more the ſmiling day ſhall view, 
Shou'd many a tender tale be told, 
For many a tender thought is due. 
LanGHORNE» 


D LI LIE 3 bs 


A 
DAVID GARRICE, ea | 
81 


T is ſcarcely -oflible, that any c one would 
entertain a more humble opinion of the 
following little Production, than ſhe who pre- 
ſents it to you. It is a trifle which, ſhe con- 


ſeſſes, has but a very flender claim to your 
protection; but ſhe conſiders that your Name 
will be an ornament to her Book, as your 
Friend{hip has been an honour to its Author. 


Where merit is inconteſtable, and charac- 
ters are decided by the concurring ſuffrage of 
mankind, praiſe becomes almoſt impertinent. 
t ie abſurd to be induſtrious in proving truths 
lo ſelf-evident, that no one ever thought of 
controverting them. 


I may be accuſed of advancing a ſtartling 
propoſition, when 1 declare that you are an 
enemy to the Muſes; but if it be allowed 
that deſcription and invention are the very 
foul of Poetry I ſhall be juſtified by the world 
in general, who conſtaatly behold you diſplay 
ing talents which cannot be deſcribed, and 


1 1464] 


exhibiting excellencies which leave nothing 
to be imagined 


Whatever reaſon 1 may find to regret my 

having ventured theſe little Poems into the 
world, I ſhall at leaſt have no common plea. 
ſure in recollecting one circumſtance attending 
them, ſince they furniſh me with an occaſion of 
IG you with what eſteem and admira- 
tion 


1 am, 81 R, 


BRISTOl, Your moſt obedient, 
Dec. 14. 1775. and very humble Servant, 


HANNAH MORE 
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0 noſtra Vita. ch'e ſi bella in viſta ! 


Com' perde agevolmente in un momento, g 
Quel. ch'en molt' anni a grand penas* acquiſta! 


PETRARC A. 


HERE was a young, and valiant Knight, 
Six ELDRED was his name, 
And never did a worthier wight 
The rank of knighthood claim. 


Where gliding Tay, her ſtream ſends forth, 
To feed the neighbouring wood, 

The ancient glory of the North, 
StrR ELDreD's caſtle ſtood. 


The youth was rich as youth might be 
In patrimonial dower; 

And many a noble feat had he 
Atchieved, in hall, and bower. 


O 
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He did not think, as ſome have thought; 
Whom honour never crown'd, PRO: 
The fame a father dearly bought, 
Cou'd make the ſon renown'd. © 


He better thought, a noble fire, 

Who pallant deeds had done, 

To deeds of hardihood ſhou'd fire 
A brave and pallaut ſon. 


The faireſt anceſtry on earth 
Without deſert is poor; - 

And every deed of lofty worth 
Is but a claim for more. 


Sir FLDrED's heart was good and kind, 


Alive to Pity's call ; 
A crowd of virtues grac'd his mind, 
He lov'd, and felt for all. 


When merit raiſed the ſufferer's name, 
He ſhower'd his bounty /n; 

And thoſe who could not prove that claim, 
He ſuccour'd itill as hen. 


E But ſacred truth the Muſe compels 

4 His errors to impart; 

5 And yet the Muſe reluctant tells 
The fault of ELDRED's heart: 


Tho' kind and gentle as the dove, 
As free from guile aud art, 

And mild, and ſoft as infant love 
The feelings of his heart. 


Vet if the paſſions ſtorm'd his ſoul, | 
By jealouſy led on; f | a 
The whirlwind rage diſdain'd controul, IS | | 
And bore his virtues down. | 


9 J. 


Not Thule' s waves ſo wildly break 

To drown the northern ſhore; _ 
Nor Etna's entrails fiercer ſhake ; 
Or Scythia's tempeſts roar. 


As when on ſummer's ſweeteſt day, 

To fan the fragrant morn. | 
The ſighing breezes ſoftly ſtray 
O'er fields of ripen'd corn; 


sudden the lightning's blaſt deſcends, 
Deforms the ravag'd fields; | 


At once the various ruin blends, 


And all reſiſtleſs yields. 


But when, to clear his ſtormy breaſt, 
The ſun of reaſon ſhone, 

And ebbing paſſions ſunk to reſt, + 

And ſhew'd what rage had done. 


0 then what anguiſh he betray'd ! 
His ſhame how deep, how true! 
He view'd the waſte his rage had made, 


And ſhudder'd at the view. 


The meek-ey' d dawn, in ſaffron robe, 
Proclaim'd the opening day. 

Up roſe the ſun to gild the globe, 
And hail the new- born 5 a s > 


— 


The birds their vernal notes repeat, 
And glad the thick ning grove, 
And feather'd partners fondly greet 

With many a ſong of love; 


When pious Elb ED walk'd abroad 
His morning vows to pay, | 

And hail the univerſal Lord 

Wao gave the goodly day. 


Nt 
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That done — he left his woodland glade, 
And journey'd far away: 

He lov'd to court the ſtranger ſhade, 
And thro? the lone vale tray. 


Within the boſom of a 1 
By circling hills embrac'd, 
A little, modeſt manſion ſtood, 
Built by the hand of taſte. 


While many a prouder caſtle fell 

This ſafely did endure 3 
The houſe where guardian virtues . 
Is ſacred, and ſecure. 


Of Eglantine an humble fence 

| Around the mauſion ſtood, 

Which charm'd at once the raviſh'd: ſenſes, 
And ſcreen'd an infant wood. 


The wood receiv'd an added gra 
As pleas'd it bent eden” - 


And view'd its.ever verdant "Face 
' Reflected in a brook. 


The ſmallneſs of the ſtream did well 


The maſter's fortunes ſne w; 
Bt little ſtreams may ſerve to tell 
From what a fource they flow. 


This manſion own'd an aged Kni 
And ſuch a man was he, BY, 

As heaven juſt ſhews to human fight 
To tell what man ſhou'd be. 


His youth in many a well fought field 
Was train' d betimes to war 1 
His boſom, like a well worn ſhield, 
Was grac'd with many a ſcar. 
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The vigour of a green old age 
His reverend form did bear; 

And yet, alas! the warrior ſage 
Had drain'd the dregs of care : 


And forrow more than age can break, 
And wound its haplef prey; 

*Twas ſorrow furrow' d his firm cheek, 
And turn'd his bright locks gray. 


One darling daughter ſooth'd his cares 
A young and beauteous dame; 

Sole comfort of his failing years, 
And BixrHA was her name, 


Her heart a little facred ſhrine. 
Where all the Virtues meet; 

And holy Hope, and Faith divine, 
Had claim'd it for their ſeat. | 


She W 8 fair and fragrant bower 


Of wild and ruſtic taſte, _ Py 
And there ſhe ſcreen'd each fav'rite flower 


From every ruder blaſt. 


And not a ſhrub or plant was there 
But did ſome moral yield ; 

For wiſdom, by a father's care, 
Was found in every field. 


The trees whoſe foliage fell away, 
And with the ſummer died, 

He thought an image of decay 4 
Might lecture human pride. 


While fair, perennial greens that ſtood, 
And brav'd the wintry blaſt, 
As types of the-fair mind he view'd _ th 


Which ſhall for ever laſt. 6: 
O 3 
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He taught her that the gaudieſt fon 
Were ſeldom fragrant found, 

But waſted ſoon their little powers, 
Lay uſeleſs on the OE 


7 While the ſweet-ſcented roſe fhall laſt, 


And boaſt its fragrant power, 
When life's imperfekt day is paſt, 
And beauty s ſhorter hour. 


And n the virgin lowd to lead 


Her inoffenſive day, 
And here ſhe oft retir d to read, 
And oft retir'd to "PRs 


* 


Embower'd fhe 8 this Soolline ſhades, 
From courts and cities far, 
The pride of Caledonian maids, 

The peerleſs northern ſtar. 


As ſhines that bright and blazing ſtar, 
The glory of the night, 

When ſailing thro? the cloudleſs air, 
She ſheds her, ſilver light. 


80 Bix THA ſhone - But when ſhe ſpoke 


The Muſe herſelf was heard, f 
As on the raviſh d air ſhe broke, : 
| Bd thus her prayer Preferr'd. 


% O blefs thy B. ana, Power Supreme, 
In whom I live and move, 

Aud bleſs me moſt by blefling him 
* Whom more than life I bye: & 
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ghe ſtarts to hear a ſtranger's voice, 
And with a modeſt grace f 

She lifts her meek eye in ſurprize, 
And ſees a {tranger's face. 


The ſtranger loſt in tranſport ſtood, 
Bereft of yoice and pow'r, 

While ſhe with equal wonder view'd 
SIX ELDRED OF THE BOWER, 


The virgin bluſh which ſpreads her check, 
With Nature's pureft dye, 

And all thoſe dazzling beams which break, 
Like morning from her eye. oy. 


He view'd them all, and as he view'd' * 
Prank deeply of delight ; 

And {till his raptur'd eye purſued, 
And feaſted on the ſight. FP 


With flent wonder long they gaz'd, 
And neither ſilence 'broke ; 
At length the ſmoother'd paſſion blaz'd, 


Enamour'd Eupxep ſpoke : 


O ſacred Virtue, heavenly power ! 
*© Thy wonderous force J feel; 

I gaze, I tremble, I adore, 
« Yet die my love to tell. 


My ſcorn has oft the dart .repell'd 
Which guileful beauty threw, 

* But goodneſs heard, and grace behefd, 
„ Muſt every heart ſubdue : 15 


1 
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Quick on the ground her eyes were caff, 

And now as quickly rais'd :— 

Her father haply that way paſt, 
On whom ſhe trembling gaz'd. 


Good Axpo n's eye his Bix THA meets 
With glances of delight; | | 

And thus with courteous ſpeech he greets 
The young and graceful Knight ; 


"66 allant Youth, whoe'er thou art, 
* Thou art welcome to this place; 

There's ſomething riſes at my heart 
© Which ſays I ve ſeen that face.” 


© Thou generous Knight,” the youth rejoin'd, 
«© Tho? little known to fame, 

* I truſt I bear a grateful mind 
«© Sir ELDRED is my name. 


— 


« Sir EI DR RED?” -A Dol RH loud exclaim'd, 
% Renown d for worth and power ? 

4% For valour and for virtue fam'd, 
« Sir ELDKED or THE BO WER? 


„ Now make me grateful, righteous Heaven, 
« As thau art good to me, 

« Since to my aged eyes *tis given 
« Sir ETI PDRRD's fon to ſee 1“ 


Then Axpor pH caught him by the hand, 
And gaz'd upon his face, 

And to his aged boſom ſtrain'd. 

With many a kind embrace. 


C99] 


Again he view'd him o'er and o'er. 
And doubted {till the truth, 

And aſk'd what he had aſk'd before, 
Then thus addreſt the Youth : 


« Come now beneath my roof I pray, 
„ Some needful reſt to take, 

« And with us many a chearful day 
« Thy friendly ſojourn make.“ 


He enter'd at the gate ſtraight way 
Some needful reit to take ; 

And with them many a cheerful day 
Did friendly ſojourn make. 


Tye END OF THE FIRST PART, 
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NCE—'twas upon a ſummer's walk, 
The gaudy day was fied ; 

They cheated Time with cheartul talk, 

| When thus Sir A&DOLPH laid : 


Thy father was the firmeſt friend 
That e er my being bleſt:? 
% And every virtue Heaven could ſend, 


© Faſt bound him to my breaſt. 


i Together did we learn to bear 

| © The caſque and ample thieid ; 
Together learn d in many a war, 
* The deathful ſpear to wield 


, make our union ſtill more dear, 


Ve both were Joom'd to prove 
* What is moſt ſwiet aud mot ſevere 
„In heart diſſolving love. 


Bo 


% The daughter of a neighbouring Knight 
Did my fond heart engage; 
& And ne'er did Heaven the virtues write 


Upon a fairer page. 


„His boſom felt an equal wound, 
«Nor ſighed we long in vain : 

% One ſummer's ſun beheld us bound 
« In Hymen's holy chain, 


«© Thou waſt Sir Ex DRED's only child, 

„Thy father's darling joy; 1 
On me a lovely daughter ſmil'd; 

* On me a blooming boy. 


c But man has woes, has clouds of care, 
6 That dim his ſtar of life 

% My arms receiv'd the little pair, 
The earth's cold breath my wife, 


ec 8 thou gentle Knight, forgive, 
6 Fond fooliſh tears will flow; 

One day like mine thy heart may have, 

© And mourn its lot of woe. 


« But grant, kind Heaven thou ne'er may'ſt know 
The pangs I now impart; 

& Nor ever feel the deadly blow 
% That rives a huſband's heart. 


« Beſide the blooming banks of Tay, 

„My angel's aſhes fleep ; | 
4 Azad whereforc fhovla her Abe ſay, 

% Exccpt to watch and weep ? | 


＋ 


* * 4 


I bore my beauteous babes _— 
« With many a gvſhing Für: 
left the blooming banks of To 
_ « And brought my darlings b here. AY 
„I watch'd my little TO OTE oy 
© And form'd their gr Eh 
« And fondly train*d their infant uw” 
« To love and * ee 


« Thy blooming Narri 3 1 ſee,” * 
Sir EL DRE D ſtraig ht rejoin*d-z „ 5 

« But why the ſon is not with thee, - 
« Reſolve my doubting | mind.“ not; 85 


When BIK TRA did the queſtion WIE 
She figh'd, but could not ſpeak ; 
And many a ſoft and filent . 92 

Stray'd down her damaſk, cheek, 
Then paſs'd o%er good Sir Axvorrs 8 beer, 
A caſt of deadly ß * 
But ſoon compos'd, with manly grace 
He thus renew*d his tale. 3 


1 


„ For him my heart too much * bled, 
For him, my darling ſon, 
Has ſorrow preſt my hoary head; 
© But n high wut * done 3, 
„ Scarce 3 winters had eel, 
Jo crown the circling year, 
Before my valiant boy fold 
© The warrior's lance to bear. 


& Too big I priz'd my native land, 

| © Too dear his fame 1 held. 

' oppoſe a parent's ftern TON 
« And keep him from mw field. 


— 9 8 , 
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ec He left me—left his ſiſter too, 


ec 


c$ 


% So virtuous Epwy HOU red) Lima bo 


© Yet tears bedew'd his face— 
What could a feeble old man do? 
Ne burſt ſrom my embrace. 5 


O thirſt of glory, fatal e 1 Wt ore 
% O laurels dearly bought! | : 
Yet ſweet is death when earn'd with fame— + 


« Full a anfully the We doh bez 


6c 
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«© Tho? preſſing ranks oppoſe ; 
But weak the ſtrongeſt arm mult prove 
« Againſt an hoſt of foes. 411977 
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A deadly wound my fon Ales 1h 

A ſpear aſſails his fide: 

Grief does not kill—for AxpoLen lives / 
„To tell that Epwe died. 


His loag lov'd mother died again wy 


ce 


6c 


ec 


In Epwx's parting groang , , , 
I wept for her, yet wept in vain | 
« 1 wept for both in one, 


I would have died] ſought to die; 
« But Heaven reſtra ind the thought, 
And to my paſſion clouded eye 

« My helpleſs Bi RTHA brought. 


When lo! array' di in robes of lle, 

& A nymph celeſtial camo 1 
She clear'd the mitts that dimm'd wy ſght— 5 
© RELIGION was her name. | 


She prov'd the chaſtiſement divine, 


% And bade me kiſs the rod; 


33 


She taught this rebel heart of mine, 
© Submiſfion to its Gd. SORE va 6 Thaf v 


- Reiicion taught x me to tuſtain 


« My trembling ' ton ue its vid denies ; 3.4 5 > . 
« For thou may diſapprove ; 3:3 
2 2 read ĩt in ay ardent eyes, 


„Oh! read the Te or Santo » Ee 
p 5 
7 12 e 5 v6 
« Thy beauteous Drnzga! 1% — ebe ower, 
«© How could I e'er re ine,” © Er rt 


Cries AxDoLPH, © ſince J ſee As hows? 
«Fe CTR 5 be thine.” 3 


A little tranſient gleam = wy 
Shot faintly o'er her face,. 

And every trembling feature Ly 
With ſweet diſordered grace. 
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„% What nature bade me 5000 158 ene 
And piety reliev d the pain e 
wy Whach time can ee heal. 
fu 362 tis 01 15073 37 
He ceas d with entw ein , e 
The tale Sir ErubzkDp n | $4. 
Then weeping cries—* Thou noble Knigbt 
« For thanks accept my tears. 
Jul 21015 19 >08 SOFA i, 
„ O AR Dor r R, mi ae Acre aſpire fon: Hibs 5 | 7 
« To claim ſo brizht- '# bon! 131144 Sa 
“ Good old Sir Ex DpñRED was my fire — . Rn 
“ And thou baſt loſt a on. 1 . 
a 1 0 ! FECTEE 80 
SOR EF 5 > 5 b 
c And tho? I want A MO plea. „ 
« To urgè ſo dear a cauſe; 5 ie ee 
© Yet, let me to thy boſom . 
$6 What once * Neef „ OPTI gi 
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The tender * kindly imiPd_ 
With fulneſs of content, 
And fondly eyed his darling child, 
Who, baſhful, bluſh'd conſent. £ 
$855 19722 8 
O then to paint the vaſt delight 
That fill'd Sw, EupxzD's, heart, 
To tell the — of the Knight, 
Wou'd mock the Muſe's art. 
rie in 
But every kind and gracious ſoul, 
Where gentle pars dwell, 
Will better far cohceive the whole, 
Than any Muſe can telle.: I 20 1 BE 
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The more the Knight his 3 8 
The more he pxiz', 'd the maid 5 ane I 


Some worth each day produc? 'd to view. oy: xt 


Some grace each hour betray' 507 
The virgin too was 7 Wange | 
The dear DANS Woke, Youth ; 


a2 7 


Unlike the dames of 305 — 
Who general homage claim, 
Who court the . * 


And pant for ek th _ 
arte gd 15 
Then Beauty bet on merit ſmil'd, 
Nor were her chaſte ſmiles ſold ; 
No venal father gave his child 
For nn or 22 1 geld. ; 


a 
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The ardour of young nals s dame 8 Fe 
But ill cou*d-brook delay, 9 | 6 
And oft he preſs'd the maid to name 1 | 


A ſpeedy nuptial day. 


5 * 
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The fond impatience I iis weak | 
Twas all in vain to hide, | 


But ſhe his oy ſuit repreſt 
With modeſt, maiden pride. 


When oft Sir EL DRE D preſs'd the day 
Which was to crown his truth, 

The thoughtful Sire would ſigh, and fav, 
O happy ſtate of youth ! ' © 


„It little recks the woes which wait 

« To ſcare s é Q 75 7 £29791 04 

% Nor thinks to morrow's aſter'd fate 3 
+ May all thoſe dreams deſtroy. 


« And tho' the flatterer, Hope, deceives,.. 
% And painted proſpects news 
« Yet man, ſtill cheated, ſtill believes 
66 Till death the bright ſcene cloſe, 


So look d my bride, ſo ſweetly mild, 


On me her beauty's ſlave.; 


„But whilſt ſhe look d, and whilſt the ſmil'd, 
„She ſunk into the grave. 


a* et, Q forgive an old man' er. 

Forgive a father's 12215 oh „ 
Who fondly loves muſt greatly fer, 3 
66 Who fears muſt greatly feel. LT 


N z 
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1 I r 
& Once more in ſoft and ſacred bande 


Shall Love and Hywen meet 
To- morrow ſhall unite; your hands, 


„Ad be your bliſs-complete !” 


iT EE) { 6 + Yer 2771 


The riſing ſun inflam'd the ſky, 
The golden Orient piuſtd, 
But Bis rna's checks's ſweeter die, 
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The Prieſt, in milk-white veſtments clad, 
Perform'd the myic, Z 
Love lit the, hallo d torch that led 

To Hymen' 8 all delight, 


How feeble language were to ſpeak. _ 

Th' 1mmeaſurable.joy 2. ..4, 

That fir'd Sir ExpreD's ardent del, „ 
And triumph d. in his ee l. 


Sir Aknorru's pleafure ſtood confeſt, 
A pleaſure all his o ]nn; bs. 

The enarded rapture of a TAPS 
Which many a grief daa Aon 


"Twas ſuch a [7 ſenſe of joy 
As Angel's well might Das : 

A joy chyltis d by picty, cara e 
A joy * d to weep. i 


To recollect her tet f thought, 

And ſhun-the nogn-tide hour, . 

The lovely bride in Teerey ſoug . 
Fhs-coolneſs of her «> win „%%% oo dela 
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Long ſhe remain'd th” enamour'd bars. an 
Impatient at her ſtay, : + . 

And all unfit to taſte delight 
When Bix THA was away. 


Betakes him to the ſecret Bower; 
His foot ſte ps ſoftly move; 

Impell'd by every teuder power, 
He ſteals upon his love. 


O, horror! horror ! blaſting fight ! 
He ſees his Bax Ta 4's charms... - 

Reclin'd with melting fond feng; 
Within a ſtranger” s arms. 


Wild frenzy fires his . hand, 

Diſtracted at the ſigt, 
He flies to where the lovers ſtanld. 

And itabs the {ſtranger Knight, 

2. 

Die traitor, die, thy guilty flames 
Demand th' ayengeing ſteel“ 
It is my brother, ſne exclaims, 

„ EDwy—Ob farewell! 


An aged peaſant, Epwv's guide, 
The good old Axpotet fought ; 
He told him that his boſom's — | 

His Epwy, he had hes 


O how the father's feelings . ! 
How fainty and how'revive. L - 

Juſt ſo the Hebrew Partriarch felt, 

To find his ſon alive 


« Let me behold my darling's face, 
„% And bleſs him ere I die! | 

Then with a ſwift and vigorous Pace, 
He to the Bower did hie. 


O ſad reverſe Sunk on hs ground. 
Mi ſtaughter d ſon he view'd, "= 
And dying BixTna cloſe he found -- 
In brother's blood imbru'd. 


Cold, 3 ſenſelels Eigen near 
Gaz'd on the dead he'd done 
Like the blank ſtatue of Deſpair, 
Or Madneſs grav WA in A 


The father 0 * choll hood, 
3o turn'd his woe Frau e 
When the dear, deftin'd child be view'd, 
His zeal had doom'd to die. 


He look'd the woe he aud not ſpeak, 
And on the pale corſe preſt | 
Eis wan, diſcolour'd, dying cheek, 
And filent, 85 to 88 
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Then Bix THA faintly r. rats! Fl *. 876 

Which long had ceas'd to ſtream, 

On ELpRED fix d with many a figh 
Its dim, 1 beam. 
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The cold, cold dews: of hatening death 
Upon her pale face {tand ; A 
And quick and ſhort her failing breath. 
And tremulous her hand. 
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The cold, cold dews of haſtening death, 
The dim, Geparting eye, 

The quibering hand, the ſhort quick breath 
He view'd—and did not die. 


He ſaw her ſpirit mount in air, 
Its kindred ſkies to ſeek ! 

His heart its anguiſh could not bear, 
And yet it would not break. 


he mournful Muſe forbears to tell 
How wretched ELDreD died: 
She draws the Grecian“ Painter's veil, 


The vaſt diſtreſs to hide. 
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Yet Heaven's decrees are juſt and wiſe, 
And man 1s born to bear, 
Joy is the portion of the ſkies, 
Beneath them, all is care. 


— , 4. a n Joe 
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In the celebrated Picture of the Sacrifice of Iphi- 
genia, Timanthes having exhauſted every image of grief 
in the by-ſtanders, threw a veil over the face of the 
father, whoſe ſorrow he was utterly unable to expreſs; 
PLN, Book xxxv | 
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BLEEDING RO CE: 
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LEGENDARY TALE. 


The annual wound allur'd 

The Syrien damſels to lament his fate, 

In amorous ditties all a ſummer's day; 

While ſmooth Adonis from his native Rock 

Ran purple to the ſea, ſuppos'd with blood 

Of Thammuz yearly wounded. Mrrrox. 
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BLEEDING ROCK: 
Eras out 5 Joie 1 5 
LEGENDARY TAL E. 
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HERE beauteous Belmont rearsits modeſt brow, 
Ta view Sabrina's filver waves below, 

Liv d LłxvDAMIRA; fair as Beauty's Queen, 

The ſame ſweet form, the ſame enchanting mein, 

With all that ſofter elegance of mind 

By genius heighten'd, and by taſte refind. 

Yet yearly was ſhe doom'd the child of care, 

For love, ill-fated love ſubdu'd the fair. 

Ah! what avails each captivating gracc, 

The form enchanting, or the finiſh'd face 

Or what each beauty on the heaven-born mind, 

The ſoul ſuperior or the taſte refind? 

Beauty but Reel deſtruction to inſure, 

And ſenſe, to feel the pang it cannot cure, 
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Each neighb'ring youth afſpir'd to gain her hand, 


And many a ſuitor came from many a land, 


Bnt all in vain each neighb'ring youth aſpir'd, 


And diſtant fuitors all in vain admir'd. 


Averſe to hear, yet fearful to offend, 


The lover ſhe refus'd ſhe made a friend: 
Her meek rejection wore ſo mild a face, 


More like acceptance ſeem'd it than diſgrace. 


Young Pol vpokx, the pride of rural ſwains, 
Was wont to viſit Belmont's blooming plains, 


Who has not beard how Polydore cou'd throw 
Th' unerring dart to wound the flying doe? 


How leave the ſwifteft at the race behind, 
How mount the courſer, and outſtrip the wind ? 
With melting ſweetneſs, or with magic fire, 
Breathe the ſoft flute, or ſtrike the louder lyre ? 
From that fam'd lyre no vulgar muſic ſprung, 
The Graces tun'd it and Apollo ftrung. 


Apollo too was once a ſhepherd ſwain, 
And fed the flock, and grac'd the ruſtic plain, 


Ae tauglrt what charms to rural life belong, 


Ihe ſocial ſweetneſs, and the ſylvan ſong: 

He taught fair Wiſdom in ber grove to wooe, 
Her joys how precious and her wants how fewi 
The ſavage herds in mute attention ſtood, 
And raviſh'd Echo fill'd the vocal wood: 
The ſacred Siſters, ſtooping from their ſphere, 
Forgot their golden harps, intent to hear. 

Till Heaven the ſeene ſur ved with jealous eyee 
And Jove in envy, call'd him to the ikies. 


Young Polydore was rich in large domains, 
In ſmiling paſtures, and in flowery plains: 
With thele, he boaſted each exterior charm, 
To win the prudent, and the cold to warm; 
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To act the tenderneſs he never felt,” 

In ſorrow ſoften, and in anguiſh melt. 

The gh elaborate, the fraudful tear, | 
The jay diTembled, and the well-fei rnd fear, 
All theſe were his; and his the treacherous art 
That Heals the guileleſs and unpractis'd heart. 


Too ſoon he heard of Linda mira fame, 
Twas each enamour'd Shepherd's fav'rite theme: 
Return'd the riſing, and the ſetting ſun, | 
The Shepherd's fav'rite theme was never done. 2 
They prais'd her wit, her worth, her ſnape, her air! 
And even inferior beauties thought her fair. 


Such ſweet perfection all his wonder mov'd; 
Ile ſaw, admir'd, nay, fancied that he lov'd: 
But Palydore no real paſſion knew, | 
Lolt all to truth in feigning to be true. 
No ſenſe uf tendernefs could warm a heart, 
Too proud to feel, too ſelfiſh to impart. 


Cold as the ſnows of Rhodope defcend, +4 48 
And with the chilling waves of Hebrus blend; 
So cold the breaſt where Vanity preſides, 
And mean ſelf- love the boſom- feelings guides, 


Too well he knew to make his conquzſt ſure, 1 
Win her ſoft heart, yet keep his own ſecure. 
So oft he told the well imagin'd tale, 
So oft he ſwore—how ſhon'd he not prevail? 
Too unſuſpecting not to be deceiv'd, | 
The well-imagin d tale the nymph belier's 3 - 
She loy'd the youth, ſhe thought herſelf belov'd, 
Nor bluſh'd to praiſe * maid approv id. 
2 | 
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Alas ! that youth from Zindamira fa 
For newer conqueſts wages cruel war; 175 
With other nymphs on other plains he roams, 
Where injur'd Lindamira never comes Edt 
Laughs at hier eaſy faith, inſults her woe, 

Nor pities tears himſelf had taught to flow. 


And now her eye's ſoft radiance ſeem'd to fail, 


And now the erimſon of her cheek grew pale. ; 
The lilly there, in faded beauty, ſhews 

Its ſickly empire o'er the vanquith'd roſe. . 
Devouring ſorrow marks her for his prey, 
Aud flow and certain mines his ſilent way. 
Yet, as apace her ebbing life declin'd, 
Increaſing ſtreugth ſuſtain'd her firmer mind. 


„% O had my heart, been hard as his,” the cried, 


% An hapleſs victim thus I had not died: 
+, If there be gods, and gods there ſurely are, 
« Inſvlted virtue doubtleſs is their care. | 
% 'Then haſten. righteous Heaven ! my tedious f 
« Shorten my woes, and end my mortal date: 


— 
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Quick let your power transform this failing frame; 


« Let me be any thing but whatI am! 
« Anck ſince the cruel woes I'm doom'd to feel, 
«© Proceed, alas! from having lov'd too well; 


» 
. 


«© Grant me ſome form where love can have no part, 
« Nor human weakneſs reach my guarded heart. 


If pity has not left your bleſt abodes, 
« Change me to flinty adamant, ye Gods; 


« To hardeſt rock, or monumental ſtone, 


« 


So ſhall I thus no farther torments prove, 
Nor taunting rivals ſay. * ſte died for love.” 
« For ſure if avzht can aggravate our fate, 


Rather than let me know the pangs I've known, 


« *Tis ſcorn, or pity from the breaſt we hate.“ 


She ſaid, —the Gods accord the ſad requeſt ; 
For when were pious pray'rs, in vain addreſt ? 
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Now, ſtrange to tell! if rural folks ſay true, 
To harden'd Rock the ſtiffening damſel grew ; 
No more her ſhapeleſs features can be known, 
Store is her body, and her limbs are ſtone 3, 
The growing rock invades her beauteous face, 
And quickly petriſies each living grace; 
The ſtone her ſtature nor her ſhape retains, 
The nymph is vaniſh'd, but the Rock remains. 
Yet wou'd her heart its vital ſpirits keep, 
And ſcorn toe mingle with the marble heap. _ 
When babbling, Fame the fatal tidings bore, *' - 
Grief ſeiz'd the Pl of perjur'd Polydore ; ES. 
Deſpair and horror rob'd his ſoul of reſt,  _ © 
And deep compunction wrung his tortur'd breaſt, 
Then to the fatal ſpot in haite he hied; COR I Ts 
And plung'd a deally poniard in his fide : 


He bent his dying eyes upon the ſtone, _ 5 
N 770 0 2 # 8 2 11 4 78 * 
And, « Take ſweet maid,” he cried, © my. parting” 


Fainting, the fteel he giaſp'd, and as he fell, 5 
The weapon pierc'd A Rock ke lov'd fo well 1 
The guiltleſs ſtevl aſſail'd the mortal part, ve". 


And ſtabb'd the vital, vulnerable heart. 

The life · blood iſſuing from the wounded ſtone, 
Blends with the crimſon current of his own, 

And tho” revolving. ages fince have pat, 
The meeting torrents undiminiſh d laſts, __ 
Still guſhes out the ſanguine ſtream amain, | 
The ſtanding wonder of the ſtranger Wwũ”2 x. 
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Now once a year, ſo ruſtic records tell, 
When o' er the heath reſounds the midnight bell; 
On eve of Midſummer that foe to ſleep, 
What time young maids their annual vigils keep, 
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The + tell- tale ſhrub freth gather'd to declare 
The ſwains who falſe, from thoſe who conſtant are; 
When ghoſts in clanking chains the church- yard walk 

And to the wondering ear or fancy talk: | 

When the ſear'd maid ſteals trembling thro” the grott 

To kiſs the tomb of him who died for love: 

When with long watchings, Care, at length oppret, 
Steals broken paufes of uncertain reſt; 

Nay Grief ſhort ſnatches of repoſe can take, 

And nothing but Deſpair is quite awake, 

Then, at that hour, fo ſtill, ſo full of fear, 

When all things horrible to thought appear, 

Is perjur'd Polydor dbfervd to rovre | 
A ghaſtly ſpectre thro' the gloomy grove; 
Then to the Rock, the Bleeding Rock abs pra 

Where fadly fighin 55 it Qllotver: to air. 8 


Still. when the hour of folemn rites return; 
The village train in ſad proceſſion mourn; q 
Pluck every. weed which might the ſpot "difgrace, 
And plant the faireſt field flow'rs in their place. 
Around no noxious plant, or floweret grows, 
But the ſirſt daffodil, and earlieſt roſe: 

The ſnow- drop ſpreads its whiteſt boſom here, 
And golden cowſlips grace the vernal year; 
Here the pale rina takes a fairer hue, 

And every violet bbaſts a brighter blue. 

Here builds the woodlark, here the faithful dove 
Laments her loſt, or wooes her living love. | 
Secure from arme ll every hallowed neſt, 

The ſpot is ſacred where true lovers reſt. 
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T Midſummer-men, conſulted as oracles by village ma 
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To guard the Rock from each maligaant ſprite 

A troop of guardian ſpirits watch by night 

Aloft in air each takes his little ſtand, 

The neighb'ring hill is hence call'd Fairy Land.“ 


* 8 
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* By contraction Failand, a hill well known in So- 
merſetſhire; not far from this is The Bleeding Rack, 
from which conſtantly iſſues a crimſon current, 
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—was written by Thomas Tickel, Eſq; the celebra- 
ted friend of Mr. Addiſon and editor of his works. He 
was fon of a Clergyman in the north of England, had his 
education at Queen's college Oxon, © was under-ſecretary 
10 Mr. Addiſon and Mr. Cragge, when ſucceſſively ſecre- 

taries of ſlate; and was laſily | 7 1724 ) appointed 

ſecretary to the Lords Fuſtices in Ireland, which place he 
beld till bis death in 1740. He acquired Mr Addiſon*s 
patronage by a poem in praiſe of the opera of Roſamond 


written while he was at the Univerſity. 


F Leinſter, fam'd for maidens fair, 
Bright Lucy was the grace ; 
Nor &er did Liffy's limpid ſtream 
Reflect ſo fair a face. | 


Till luekleſs love, and pining care 
Impair'd her roſy hue, 

Her coral lips, and damaſk cheek, 
And eyes of gloſſy blue. 
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On ! have you ſeen a lilly pale, 
When beating rains deſcend ? 
So droop'd the flow conſuming maid; 
I life now near its end. 


By Lucy warn'd, of flattering ſwains, 
Take heed ye eafy fair: : 
Of vengeance due to broken vows 

Ye perjur'd ſwains beware. 


Three times all in the dead of night, 
A bell was heard to ring; 8 
And at her window, ſhrieking thrice, 

The raven flap'd his wing. 


Toa well the love-lorn maiden knew, 


The folemn boding ſound ; 


And thus in dying words beſpoke 


The virgins weeping round, 


% T hear a voice, you cannot hear, 


Which ſays 1 muſt not ſtay : 
1 Tifſee a hand, you cannot fee, 
Which beckons me away. 


« By a falſe heart, and broken vowg, 
& In early youth I die. 

«© Am Tl to blame, becauſe his bride 
« Is thrice as rich a8 1? | 


“ Ah Colin! give her not thy vows; 
«© Vows due to me alone; RO: 

& Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kiſs, 
« Nor think him all thy own. 


v 
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« To-morrow in the church to wed, 
« Tmpatient, both prepare; P 
« But know, fond maid;'and-know, falſe man 
« That Lucy will be there. 


1 Then bear my corſe : ye comrades, bear, 
„The bridegroom blithe to meet; 

« Hein his wedding trim ſo gay, _ 
« in my winding ſheet.” 


She ſpoke, ſhe dy'd ;—her corſe was borne, 
The bridegroom blithe to meet; 
He in his wedding trim ſo gay, 
She in her wedding ſheet, 


Then what were perjur'd Colin's thoughts? 
| How were thoſe nuptials kept? 

The bride- men flock*d: round Lucy dead, 
And all the village wept. 


Confuſion, ſhame, remorſe, deſpair, 
At once his boſom ſwell : | 
The damps of death bedew'd his brow 

He ſhook, he groan'd, he fell. 9 21 


From the vain bride, (ah bride no more) 
The varying crimſon fled, 
When, ftretch'd before her rival's corſe, 
She ſaw her huſband dead. 


Then to bis Lucy's new-made prave, 
Convey'd by trembling ſwains, 

One mould with her, beneath one ſod, 

For ever now remains. 
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Oft at their grave the . hind 
And plighted maid are ſeen 
With * gay, and ese knots, 
T hey deck the ſacred green. 


But, ſwain forſworn, whoe' er thou art, 
This hallow'd ſpot forbear ; 
Remember Colin's dreadful fate, 
And fear to meet him there. 
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* Ina comedy of Fletcher, calld The & night of the 
burning peſtle, old Merry-T hought enters repeating the 
following _— 


When it was grown to dark midnight, 
And all were faſt aſleep, 

In came Margaret's grimly ghoſt, 
And ſtood at William's feet. 


This was, probably , the beginning of ſome ballad, com- 
monly known, at the time when that author awrote ; and 
zs all of it, I believe, that is any where to be met 
With, Theſe lines, n aked of ornament and /t mple as they 
are, flruck my fancy: and, bringing freſh into my mind 
an unhappy adventure, much talked of formerly, gave 
birth to the felloxwi ng poem ; which was written many 
ears ago. | 
R 
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9 WAS at the filent, ſolemn hour, 


# i 
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When night and morning meet; 
In glided Mazcartr's grimly ghoſt, 
And ſtood at Wr LLIAu's feet. 


1 | „5 
Her face was like an April-morn, 
Chad in a wintry cloud: , 
f And clay-cold was her lilly-hand, 
That held her fable ſhroud. 
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| III. 
So ſhall the faireſt face appear, 
When youth and years are flown : 
Such 1s the robe that kings muſt wear, 
When death has reft their crown. 


IV. 
Her bloom was like the ſpringing flower, 
That fips the ſilver der; 
The roſe was budded in her cheek, 


Juſt opening to the view. 


V, 
But Love, had like the canker-worm, 
Conſum'd her early prime: 
The role grew pale, and left her cheek ; 
She dy'd before lier time. | 


| VI. 
Awake ! ſhe cry'd, thy true Love calls, 
Come from her midnight grave; 
Now let thy Pity hear the maid, 
Thy Love refus'd ta ſave. 
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This is the dumb and dreary hour, 
When injur'd ghoſts complain; | 
When . wer 72 up their dead, 
To haunt the faithleſs ſwain. 


VIII. 
Bethink thee, VFilliam, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge and broken oath : | 

And give me back my maiden-vow 


And give me back my troth. 


| XI, ; 

Why did you promiſe love to me, 
And not that promiſe keep? 7 

Why did you ſwear my eyes were bright, 
Yet leave thoſe eyes to weep ? | 


1 X. 

How could you ſay my face was fair, 
And yet that face forſake ? 

How could you win my virgin heart, 
Yet leave that heart to break? 


8 | 
Why did you ſay my lip was ſweet, 
And made the ſcarlet pale ? 
And why did I, young witleſs maid | 
Believe the flattering tale? 


ö 
That face, alas ! no more is fair; 
Thoſe lips no longer red: 
Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death, 


And every charm is fled. 
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XIII. 
The baygry worm my fifter is; 
This winding ſheet I wear : 
And cold and weary laſts our night, 
Till that laſt morn appear. 


ä | 

But hark! the cock has warn'd me hence; 
A long and late adien { 

Cone, ſee, falſe man, how low ſhe lies, 


Who dy'd for 18 of you. 


| XV | 
The lark eg loud; the morning ſmil'd, 
With beams of roſy red: 

Pale William quak'd in every limb, 


And * left his bed. 


XVI 
He by'd h him to the fatal place 
Where Margaret's body lay: 
And ftretch'd him on the green graſs turf, 
That wrap'd her breathleſs . | 5 


XVII ; 

Aud thrice he call d on F name, 
And thrice he wept full ſore : 

Then laid his cheek to her cold graves 
And word ſpoke never more 
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1 in the windings of a vale, 
Faſt by a ſheltering wood, | 
The ſafe retreat of Health and Peace, 
An humble cottage ſtood. af 
em 


There beauteous Emma flouriſh'd fair 


Beneath a mother's eye; Ak, 
Whoſe only wiſh on earth was now TA "2 
To fee her bleſt, and die. | e 


The ſofteſt bluſh that Nature ſpreads 3 
Gave colour to her cheek-:. 

Such oricut colour ſmiles thro? heaven, 

When vernal mornings break. 


Nor let the pride of great ones ſcorn 
This charmer of the plains : 
That ſun, who bids their diamond blaze, 
To paint our lilly deigns. 
3 
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Long bad the fill d each vrch with love, 
Each maiden with deipair ; 
And tho? by all a wonder own'd, 


. knew not ſhe was fair. 


Tit Edwin came the pride 4 ſwains, 
A ſoul devoid of art: 

And from whoſe eye, ſerenely mild 
Shone forth the feeling heart. 


A nintual flame was quickly caught, 
Was quickly too reveal'd : 
For neither boſom lodg'd a wiſh, 


'That virtue * conceal 'd. 
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What happy bours of home-felt bliſs, 
Did love on both beſtow ! 

But bliſs too mighty long to laſt, 
Where fortune Fen foe. 


His ſiſter, who, like 3 form'sd, 
Like her in mifchief joy'd, 

To work them harm, with wicked ſkill, 
Each darker art employ'd. 


The father too, a ſordid man, 
Who love nor pity knew, 
Was all ling as the clod, 


From whence his riches grew. 


Long had he ſeen their ſecret flame, 
And ſeen it long unmov'd; 

Then with a father's frown at laſt, 
He ſternly diſa pprov d. 


In Edwin gentle heart, a war 
Of different paſſions ſtrove: 
His heart that durſt not difobey, 


Let could not ceaſe to love. 
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Deny'd her ſight, he oft behind, 

The ſpreading hawthorn crept, 
To ſnatch a glance to mark the ſpot 
Where Emma walk'd and wept. 


Oft too on Stanemore's wintry waſte, 

Beneath the moonlight ſhade, ' 
In fighs to pour his ſoften'd ſoul, 

The midnight mourner ſtray'd. 


His cheek, where health with beauty glow'd, 
A deadly pale o' ercaſt: 

8o fades the freſh roſe in its prime, 

Before the northern blaft. | 


The parents now with late remorſe, 
Hung o'er his dying bed; 

And wearied heaven with fruitleſs vows, 

And fruitleſs ſorrow ſhed. ; 


'Tis paſt ! he cry'd——but if your ſouls 
Sweet mercy yet can move, 
Let theſe dim eyes once more behold 
What they muſt ever love. | 


She came; his cold hand ſoftly touch'd, 

And bath'd with many a tear: 
Faſt falling o'er the primroſe pale, 

So morning dews appear. 


But oh! his ſiſter's jealous care, 

A cruel ſiſter ſhe! 
Forbade what Emma came to ſay ; 
« My Edwin live for me.“ 


Now homeward as ſhe hopeleſs wept, 

The chmchyard path along, 

The blaſt blew cold, the dark owl ſcream'd 
Her lover's funeral ſong, 


"Ki the falling vloom of night, , 


In every buſh his hovering ſhade, 


4 appa'd, thus had he paſt 
When lo! the death bell ſmote her car, 


He's gone! ſhe cry'd; and I ſhall ſee 


N % 
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Fer ſtartling fancy found 


His 98955 in every ſound. 


The viſionary vale 


Sad ſounding 1 in the gale 


Juſt then ſhe rendh'd, with trembling . 
Her aged mother's door: | 


That angel face no more 


I feel, I feel, this breaking heart 
Beat high againſt my fide— 

From her white arm down ſunk her head, 

She ſhivering ſigh'd, and dy d. 
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RN, gentle hermit. of the dale, 
« And guide my lonely "4 
% To where yon taper cheers the v | 6 $0 
With hoſpitable as af . 21 0 


600 For here . and Joſt Ttreal, | 
With fainting ſteps and flow ; 

« Where wilds immeaſureably ſpread, 
«© Seem ITY as I 80.0 Een 


« Fadia my ſon,” the bernilt cries, 
To tempt the dang'rous gloom ; 4 

“ For yonder faithleſs phantom ſlies 

Io lure thee to thy doom. 
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cc « Here to.the houſeleſs child of want, 
My door is open filt; 

4 © And tho? my portion 1s 3 ſcant; 
«6 ] give it with ti will. 


« Then turn to-night, and freely ſhare 
& Whate'er my cell beſtows ; 

« My ruſhy couch and frugal fare, 
„ My bleſſing e a 


& No flocks that range the valley ys: 
6% To {laughter I condemn : 

«© Taught by that power that pities me, 
25 1 learn to pity them: 


% But from the mountain's graſſy fide 
&« A guiltleſs feaſt I bring ; 

& A ſcrip with herbs and fruits ſupply'd, 
6k * And water from the ſpring. 


| * 

ce Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego ; ; 
„All earth-born cares are wrong: 

«© Man wants but little here below, A 
& Nor wants that little long.“ 5 

Soft as the 3 Kom heav'n deſcends, 

His gentle accents fell: 

The modeſt ſtranger lowly 1 85 

And follows to the or 


Far in a wilderneſs obfaiire 
The lonely manſion lay; ; 
A refuge to the neighbouring poor, 
And ſtranger's led aſtray. n 


No ſtores beneath its humble thatch 
' Requir'd a maſter's care; 
The wicket op'ning with a latch, 
| Receiv'd the barmleſs yours 
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And now when buſy crowds retire 
To take their evening reſt, g 


The hermit trimm'd his little fire, _ 
And cheer'd his penfive gueſt; _ 


And ſpread his vegetable ſtore, 
And gayly preſt, and ſmil'd ;. 

And ſkill'd in legendary lore, 
The ling'ring hour beguil' d. 


Around in ſympathetic mirth 
Its tricks the kitten trie 
The cricket chirrups in the hearth; 
The crackling faggot flies. 


Zut' nothing could a charm impart 
To ſooth the ſtranger's woe 
For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to low. _ 


His riſing cares the hermit ſpy'd, 
Wich anſwering care opprelt : 


The ſorrows of thy breaſt ? 


From better habitations ſpurn'd, 
% Reluctant doſt thou rove : | 


« Or unregarded love ? 


Alas! the joys that fortune brin 
Are trifling and decay; 
And thoſe who prize the paltry thi 
More trifling {till than they. 


A charm that lulls to iteep 3” 


And whence, unhappy youth,” he cry'd, 


Or grieve for friendſhip unreturn'd, 


And what is friendſhip but a name, 


* A ſhade that follows wealth or fame, 
And leaves the wretch to weep ? 
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&« Andlove is ſtill an emptier ſound, 
„ The modern fair one's jet : 
« On earth unſeen, or only found, 
« To warm the turtle's neſt. 


ce For ſhame, fond youth, thy ſorrows huſh, 
« And ſpurn the ſex,” he ſaid; - 
But while he ſpoke, a riſing bluſh 
His love-lorn gueſt betray'd. 


Surpriz'd he ſees new beauties riſe, 
Swift mantling to the view; 

Like colours o'er the morning ſkies, 
As bright, as tranſient too. 


The baſhful look, the rifing breaſt, 

Alternate ſpread alarms : 
The lovely ſtranger ſtands confeſt 
A maid in all her charms. 


& And, ah, forgive a ſtranger rode; 
« A wretch forlorn, ſhe cry'd ; 
& Whoſe feet unhallow'd thus intrude 


Where heaven and you reſide. 


c« But let a maid thy pity ſhare, 
« Whom love has taught to ſtray ; 
% Who ſeeks for reſt, but finds deſpair 


« Companion of her way. 


c My father liv'd beſide the Tyne, 
« A wealthy lord was he; 

« And all his wealth was mark'd as mine, 
« He had but only me. | 


& To win me from his tender arms, 
« Unnumber'd ſuitors came; 
« Who prais d me for imputed charms, 
„And felt, or jcign'd a flame. 
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« Each hour a mercenary ,croud. - 
With richeſt proffers ſtrove : 

« Among the reſt young Edwin bow'd, 
But never talk'd of love. 


In humble, ſimpleſt habit ay 
« No wealth or pow'r had he; 

« Wiſdom and worth were all he had, 
« But theſe were all to me. | 


6 The bloſſom op'ning to che day, 
«© The dews of heav'n refin'd, 
„Could nought of purity diſplay, 


60 To emulate his mind. 


«© The ow, the bloſſoms of the tree, 
„With charms inconſtant ſhine ; 


© Their charms were his, but woe to me, 


Their conſtancy was mine. 


«© For {till I try'd each fickle art, 
6c Importunate and vain ; 

© And while his paſſion touch'd my heart, 
I triumph'd in his pain. 


Pill quite dejected with my ſcorn, 
© He left me to my pride; 

& And ſought a ſolitude forlorn, 
In ſecret, where he dy d. 


© But mine the ſorrow, mine the fault, 
And well my life ſhall pay; 

I'll ſeek the ſolitude he ſought, 
And ſtretch me where he lay. 


60 And there, forlorn, deſpairing hid, 
%a lay me down and die! 
«© ?Twas ſo for me that Edwin did, 
„Aud fo for him will I.“ 
h 8 


6 Forbid 1 it, Heav n !” the hermit cry 'd, . 
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And claſp'd her to his breaſt: 


The wond'ring fair one turn'd to chide, 8 


Twas Edwin's ſelf that 


Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 


% My charmer, turn to ſee 


Thy « own, thy long - loſt Edwin here, | 
« Men to love and thee. & 


Thus let me hold thee to my pots 
And ev'ry care reſign: 

And ſhall we never, never part, 
Bo My life my all that's mine. 


No, never, from this hour to > part, 


„We'll live and love fo true, 


The figh that rends thy conſtant heart, 


Shall break thy Edwin“ s too. 
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EMOTE, unfriended, melancholy, ſhow, _ 
Or by the lazy Scheld, or wandering Po ; 

Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor, 
Againſt the houſeleſs ſtranger ſhuts the door; 
Or where Campania's plain forſaken lies, 
A weary waſte expanding to the ſkies ; 
Where'er I roam, whatever realms to ſee, 
My heart untrayell'd fondly turns to thee : 
Still to my brother turns, with ceaſeleſs pain, 
And drags at each remove a lengthening chain. 


— 


Ae 


» lu this poem ſeveral alterations were made, and 
fome new verſes added, as it paſſed through different edi- 
tionc. — Me have printed it from the ninth, which was the 
laſt edition publiſhed in the lifetime of the author. * 
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Eternal bleſſings crown my earlieſt friend, we. 
And round his dwelling guardian faints attend; 
Bleſt be that fpot, where chearful gueſts retire 
To pauſe from toil, and trim their ev'ning fue ; 
Bleſt that abode, where want and pain. repair, 
And ex'ry ſtranger finds a ready chair. 

Bleſt be thoſe feaſts with fimple plenty erown'd, 
Where all the ruddy family around 

*Laugh at the jeſts or pranks that never fail, 

Or ſigh with pity at ſome mournful tale, 

Or preſs the baſhful ſtranger to his food, 

And learn the luxury of doing good. 


But me. not deſtin'd ſuch delights to ſhare, 
My prime of life in wand'ring ſpent and care: 
Impell'd, with fteps unceaſing, to purſue | 
Some fleeting good, that mocks me with the view 5 
That, like the circle bounding earth and ikies ; 
Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies; 
My fortune leads to traverſe realms alone, 
And find no ſpot of all the world my own. 

Ev n now, where Alpine ſolitudes aſcend, 
I fit me down a penſive hour to ſpend ; 
And, plac'd on high above the ſtorm s career, 
Look downward where an hundred realms appear; 
Lakes, foreſte, cities, plains extending wide, 


The pomp of kings, the ſhepherd's humbler pride. 


When thus Creation's charms around combine, 
Amidit the tore. ſhould thanklefs pride repine ? 
Say, ſhould the pliloſophic mind diſdain 

That good, which makes each humbler boſom vain ? 
Let ſchool-taught pride diſſemble all it can, 

Theſe little things are great to little man; 

And wiſer he, whoſe ſympathetic mind 

Exults in. all the good of all mankind. | 
Ye glitt'ring towns with wealth and ſplendor crown'd, 
Ye fields where ſummer ſpreads profuſion round, 
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Ve lakes, wht veſſels catch. the buſy gale, 
Ye bending ſwains, that dreſs the flow'ry vale, 
For me your tributary ſtores combine; 
Creation's heir, the world, the world is mine. 


As 6 ſone miſer viſiting his ſtore, 
Bends at his treaſure, counts, recounts it 0 er ; "i 
Hoards after hoards his riſing raptures fill, 
Vet {till he fighs, for hoards are wantin Rill : 
Thus to my breaſt alternates paſſions riſe, 
Pleas d with each good that heav'n to man ſupplies : : 
Yet oft a figh prevails, and ſorrows fall, 
To ſee the Yoard of human blifs ſo ſmall ; 
And oft I wiſh, amidſt the ſcene, to find 
Some ſpot to real happineſs conſign d, 
Where my worn-ſoul, each w and? ring hope at reſt; 
May gather bliſs tv ee my fellows bleſt. 


But where to find that bappiel ſpot below, 
Who can direct when all pretend to know? 
The ſhudd' ring tenant of the frigid zone 
Bol:lly proclaims that, happieſt ſpot his own, 
Extols the treaſures of his ſtormy ſeas, 

And his long nights of revelry and eaſe ; 

'The naked negro, panting at the line, 

Boaſts of his golden ſands and palmy wine, 

Baſks in the e, or ſtems the tepid wave, 

And tbanks his Gods for all the good they gave. 

Such is the patriot's boaſt, where' er we roam, 

His firſt, beſt country ever is, at home. 

And yet, perhaps, if countries we compare 

And eſtimate the bleſſings which they ſhare, 

Tho? patriots flatter, fill ſhall gas find 

An equal portion. dealt to all mankind, 

As different good, by art or nature given, 
be different nations make their bleſſings even. 


Nature, a mother kind alike to all, 
Still grants her bliſs at Jabour's earneſt call; 
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With food as well the peaſant is ſupply'd 
On Idra's cliffs as Arno's ſhelvy fide; —_ 
And though the rocky creſted ſummits frown, 
Theſc rocks, by cuſtom, turn to beds of down. 
From art more various are the bleſſings ſent ; 
Wealth, commerce, honour, hberty, content. 
Yet theſe each other's pow'r ſo ſtrong conteſt, . 
That either ſeems deſtructive of the reſt. ; 
Where wealth and freedom reign contentment fails, 
And honour ſinks where commerce long prevails. 
Hence ev'ry ſtat e to one lov'd bleſſing prone, 
Conforms and models life to that alone. 
Each to the fav'rite happineſs attends, 
And ſpurns the plan that aims at other ends; 
Till, carried to exceſs in each domain, 
This fav'rite good begets peculiar pain. 


But let us try theſe truths with cloſer eyes, 
And trace them through the proſpect as it lies: 
Here for a while my proper cares reſign'd, 

Here let me fit in ſorrow for mankind, 

Like yon neglected ſhrub at random caſt, 

That ſhades the ſteep, and ſighs at ev ry blaſt. 


Far to the right where Appennine aſcends, 
Bright as the ſummer, Italy extends; : 
Its uplands ſloping deck the mountain's fide, 
Woods over woods in gay theatric pride; 
While oft ſome temple's mould'ring tops between, 
With venerable grandeur mark the ſcene. 


Conld nature's bounty ſatisfy the breaſt, 
The ſons of Italy were ſurely bleſt. 
Whatever fruits in different climes were found, 
That proudly riſe, or humbly court the ground; 
Whatever blooms in torrid tracts appear, . 
Whoſe bright ſucceſſion decks the varied year; 
Whatever ſweets ſalute the northern ſky 
With vernal lives that bloſſom but to die; 
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Theſe here Aeg own the kindred ſoil, 

Nor aik luxuriance from the planter's toll; 
Mhile ſea-born gales their gelid wings expand 
To winnow Traghndge round A ane * 


But (mal the blifs that ſenſe alone bende 15 

And ſenſual bliſs is all thę nation knows. 

In florid beauty groves and fields appear, 

Man ſeems the only growth that dwindles here. 

Contraſted faults through all his manners reign, 

Though poor, hs. though ſubmiſſive, vain, | 

Though grave, yet trifling,, zealous, yet untrue,” 

Andevn in. penance planning fins Wh 9 

All evils here contaminate the mind, | 

That opulence departed leaves behind; 

For wealth was theirs, not far 1 the date, 

When commerce proudly ftouriſh'd through the fate; 

At her command the palace learn'd; to rife, 

Again the long»fall'n column ſought: the fkies-z. 

The canvaſs. glow'd beyond een Nature warm, 

The pregnant quarry teemd with human form. 

Till, more unſteady than the ſouthern gale, 

Commerce on other ſhores diſplay'd her fall : 

While nought remain'd of all that riches gave, 
But towns unmann'd, and lords without a ſlave : 

And late the nation found with-fruitleſs ſkilt 

Its former te was bat plethoric un 


Yet, ſtill the loſs of weafth i is here potted: „ 
By arts, the ſplendid wrecks of former pride 
From theſe the feeble heart and long fallen mind 
An eaſy compenſation ſeem to find. 

Here may be ſeen, in bloodleſs pomp array'd, . 
The paſte- board triumph and the cavalcade z 

Proceſſions form'd for piety and love, | 
A miſtreſs or a ſaint in ev'ry grove. mnt 
By ſports like theſe are all their cares beguit'd, = 

Te ous of — ſatisty the NS ; ; 
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Each nobler aim repreſt by long controul, 

Now ſinks at laſt, or feebly mans the ſoul; 
While low delights, ſucceeding faft behind, 

In happier meanneſs occupy the mind : 

As in thoſe domes, where Czſars once bore ſway, 
Defac'd by time and tott ring in decay, 
There in the ruin, heedleſs of the dead, 
The ſhelter-ſeeking peaſant builds his ſhed, 
And, wond'ring man could want the larger pile, 
Exults, and owns his cottage with a mile. 


My ſoul turn from them, turn we to ſurvey, 
Where rougher chmes a nobler race diſplay, 

Where the bleak Swiſs their ſtormy manſions trea 
And force a churliſh ſoil for ſcanty bread : _ 
No product here the barren hills afford, 

But man and ſteel, the ſoldier and his ſword. 

No vernal blooms: their torpid rocks array, 


But winter ling' ring chills the lap of May; 


No zeyhyr fondly ſues the mountain's breaſt, 
But meteors glare, and ſtormy glooms inveſt. 


Yet ſtill, ev'n here, content can ſpread a charm, 
Redreſs the clime, and all its rage diſarm. . 
Though poor the peaſants hut, 2 feaſts though ſmall, 
He ſees his little lot the lot of all; 2 xt x 

Sees no contiguous palace rear its head | 

To ſhame-the meanneſs of his humble ſhed ; - 
No coftly lord the ſumptuous banquet deal 
To make him loath his vegetable meal; 

But calm, and bred in ignorance and toil, 
Each wiſh contracting, fits him to the ſoil. 
Chearful at morn he wakes from ſhort repoſe, 
Breaſts the keen air, and carols as he goes ; 
With patient angle trolls the finny deep, _ 
Or drives his venturous plough-ſhare to the ſteep ; 
Or ſeeks the den where ſnow- tracts mark the way, 
And drags the ſtruggling ſavage into daxy. 
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At night returning, ev'ry labour ſped, 

He fits him down the monarch of a ſhed ; ih 
Smiles by his cheerful fire, and round ſurveys 

His childrens looks, that brighten at the blaze; 
While his lov'd partner, boallful of her hoard, 
Diſplays her cleanly platter on the board: 

And haply too ſome pilgrim,” thither led, 

With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 


Thus ev'ry good his native wilds impart, 

Impriats the patriot paſſion on his heart, 
And ev'n thoſe ills, that round his manſion riſe, 
Enhance the bliſs his ſcanty fund ſupplies. 
Dear is that ſhed to which his ſhed conforms, 
And dear that hill which lifts him to the ſtorms ; 
And as a child, when ſcaring ſounds moleſt, 
Clings cloſe and cloſer to the mother's breaſt, 

So the loud torrent and the whirlwind's roar, 
But bind him to his native mountains more. 


Such are the charms to barren ſtates aſſipn'd ; 
Their wants but few, their wiſhes all confin d. 
Yet let them only ſhare the praiſes due, 
If few their wants, their pleaſures- are but few; 
For ev'ry want that ſtimulates the breaſt, 
Becomes a ſource of! pleaſure when redreſt. | 
Whence from ſuch lands each pleaſing ſcience flies, 
That firſt excites deſire, and then ſupplies ; 
Unknown to them, when ſenſual pleaſures cloy, W 
To fill the languid pauſe with finer joy; 
Unknown thote pow'rs that raiſe the ſoul to flame, 
Catch ev'ry nerve, and vibrate through the frame. 
Their level life is but a mould' ring fire, : 
Unquench'd by want, unfann'd by ftrong defire ; 
Unit for raptures, or, if raptures cheer b 
On ſome high feſtival of once a year, 
In wild exceſs the vulgar breaſt takes fire, 
Till buried in debauch, the bliſs expires. 
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Theſe far diſpers'd on timorous pinions fly, 
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Bnt not their joys alone thus coarſely flow: 


Their morals, like tlieir pleaſures, are but low, 


For, as refinement ſtops, from fire to fon 
Unalter'd, unimprov'd the manners run, 

And love's and friendſhip's finely pointed dart 

Fall blunted from each indurated heart. 

Some ſterner virtues o' er the mountain's breaſt 
May fit, like falcons cow'ring on the neſt; 

But all the gentler morals, ſuch as play 
Through life's more culter'd walks, and charm the way, 


To ſport and flutter in a kinder ſky. - 


To kinder ſkies, where gentler manners reign, 
I turn ; and France diſplays her bright domain. 
Gay ſprightly land of mirth and ſocial eaſe, . 
Pleas'd with thyſelf, whom all the world can pleaſe, 
How often have I led thy ſportive choir,  _ 
With tuneleſs pipe, beſide the murmuring Loire? 
Where ſhading elms along the margin grew, 


And treſhen'd from the wave the zephyr flew ; 


And haply, though my harſh touch falt'ring till, 
But mock'd ail tune, and marr'd the dancer's ſkill ; 


Vet would the village praiſe-my wond'rous pow'r, 


And dance, forgetful of the noon-tide hour. 

Alike ail ages. Dames of ancient days 

Have led their children, through the mirthful maze, 
And the gay grandſire ſcill'd in geſtic lore, | 
Has friik'd beneath the burthen of threeſcore. 


So bleſt a life thefe thoughtleſs realms diſplay, 
Thus idly buſy rolls their world away : 
Theirs are thoſe arts that mind to mind endear, 
For honour forms the ſocial temper here. 
Honour, that praiſe which real merit gains, 
Or ev'a imaginary worth obtains, 
Here pafſcs current; paid from hand to hand, 
It {hifts in ſplendid traike round che land; 
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From courts, to camps. to cottages it trays, 

And all are taught an avarice of Praiſe ; ; 

They pleaſe, are pleas'd, they give to get eſteem, 
Till, ſeeming bleit, they * to what * ſeem. | 


But while this foſter art their bliſs ſupplies, by 
It gives their follies alſo room to riſe; 
For praiſe too dearly lov'd, or warmly ſought, | 
Enfeebles all internal ſtrength and thought. 
And the weak ſoul, within itſelf unbleſt, 
Leans for all pleaſure on another's breaſt. 
Hence oftentation here, with tawdry art, 
Pants for the vulgar praiſe which fools impart ; 
Here vanity aſſumes her pert grimace, 
And trims her robes of frize with copper lace ; 
Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cheer, 
To boaſt one ſplendid banquet once a year; 
Ihe mind ftill turns where ſhifting faſhion draws, 
Nor weigh the ſolid worth of ſelf applauſe. 


To men of other minds my fancy flies, 45 | 
Emboſom'd in the deep where Holland lies. 
Methinks her patient ſons before me ſtand, 
Where the broad ocean leans againſt the land, 
And, ſedulous to op the coming tide, 

Lift the tall rampire's artificial pride. 

Onward me thinks, and dili eule flow 

The firm connected bulwark ſeems to grow; 
Spreads its long arms amidſt the watry roar, 
Scoops out an empire, and uſurps the ſhore. 
While the pent ocean riſing o'er the pile, 
Sees an amphibious world beneath him ſmile ; 
The ſlow canal, the yellow bloſſom'd pron 
Ihe willow tufted bank, the gliding fail, 
The crouded mart, the cultivated plain, 

A new creation reſcu'd from his reign. - 


Thus while around the wave-ſubjeQed ſoil 
Impels the native to repeated toil, 
f PT 
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8 habits i in each boſum FAY, 

And itluſtry begets | a love of gain. 

Hence all the good from opulence that Weng 
With all thoſe ills ſuperflous treaſure brings, 
Are here diſplay d. Their much-lov'd wealth an 
Convenience, plenty, elegance and art; 

Put view them eloſer, craft rx Wit carr Ley 10.1 
Even liberty nfſelf is barter'd here. he 
At gold's ſuperior charms all freedom flies, 
The needy ſell it, and the rich man buyͤs: 
A land of Tyrant's and a den of ſlaves, 
Here wretches ſeek difhonourable graves, 

And calmly bent, to ſervitude conform, 
Duil as their lakes chat e in the Kori, | 


4 
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Heav'ns 1 "bo! "—_—_ their Belgie fey of old! 15 . 
Rough; poor, content, Ungovernably bold ; 3 
War in each breaſt, and freedom on each brow ; 


How much unlike the lons of nay now ! 
i bers 


Fir'd at the — 2 my genius ſpreads her wing, As 
And flies where Britain courts the weſtern ſpring ;. 3: 
Where lawns extend that te rn Arcadian Pride, 
And brighter ſtreams than Kam- d Hydaſpis glidFs N! 
There all around the gentleſt breezes ſtray, | 
There gentleſt muſic melts on ey'ry ſpray; 
Creation's mildeft charms are there combin'd, 
Extremes are only in te: malter's mind! 

Stern o'er each boſom reaſon holds her ſtate 

With daring aims irregularly „ 

Pride in their port defiance in their 5185 

I ſee the lords of human kind paſs b 

Intent on high deſigns, a thoughtful ep 

By forms unfaſhion' d freſh fr -om Nature! s hand; 
Fierce in their native hardineſs of ſoul, 

True to imagin d right, above eme 1181 ; 
While ey'n the 2 boaſts theſe rights to ſcan, 
Aud learns to venerate himſelf as man. 


Fs 


Thine, 8 this the bleflings pictur'd here, 
FThine are thoſe charms that dazzle and endear;“ 
Too bleſt indeed, were ſuch without alloy, 

But foſter'd ev'n by Freedom ils annoy; 
That independence Britons prize too high, 
Keeps man from man, and breaks the ſocial tie; 

The lelf-dependaut lordlings ſtand alone, 

All claims that bind and ſweeten life unknown; 
Here by the bonds of nature feebly held, 

Minds combat, minds, repelling and repell'd. 
Ferments ariſe, impriſon'd * e . 
Repreſt ambition ſtruggles round her ſnore, 
Till over-wrougkt, the gen' ral ſyſtem feels 
Its motions, ſtoy, or Sana fire the wheels. 9 


Nor this the work... * nature? 5 ties decay, „ 
As duty, love, and honour fail ty ſway, 40 : 
Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law, » 

Still gather Rrength, and, force unwil Hing awe. 

Hence all abedieuce bows to theſe alone 

And talent vaks, and merit weeps unknown 3 

"Fill time may come when ript of a 1 Uher charme, 
The land of 3 and the Pale? of | =< Wh 


— 


One ſink of ay 9 1 ns 3 | 
And ſcholar 55 h kings, ate aſs.” a A - of 
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Yet think — thus 165 Freedom! $ ils 1, e 
I mean to flatter Ki 8, On, court t e great; 
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Ye pow, rs of. truth t at. bi my foul al 4 ere 
Far from m boſom drive the ſom defire ; 
And thou, for reedom, tauglit Fee to. 51 7 1h bag. 

The rabble's rage, a and tyrant's angry ſteel „ OY 
Thou tranſitory flow'r alike undone 

By proud contempt, or favour 's foſt'ri ring ſv ſun, 

Still may th blooms the changeful clime coir 

I only woul Inge st qq to, ſecure: 1 FT. 
For juſt experience 100 ev'ry. ſoil, W 
That thoſe who think mu * ern hots that foils 
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And all that Freedom's higheſt aims can reacit, 

ls but to lay proportion'd loads on each. 2 
Hence, ſhould one order diſproportion'd grow, 
Its double weight muſt ruin all below. TER 


O then how blind to all that truth requires, 
Who think it Freedom when a part aſpires | 
Calm is my foul, nor apt to riſe in arms, 
Except when fait approaching danger warms : 
But when contending chiefs blockade the throne, 
Contracting regal pow'r to ftretch their wn, 
When I behold a factious band agree 

To call it freedom when themſelves are free; 
Each wanton judge new penal ſtatutes draw, 
Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law ; 
The wealth of climes, where ſavage nations roam, 
Pillag'd from flaves to purchaſe ſlaves at home; 
Fear, pity, juttice, J 2m TH ſtart, | 

Tear off referve, and bear my ſwelling heart; 

Till half a patriot, half « coward grown, 

I fly from petty tyrants to the throne, 


Yes, brother, curſe with me that baleful hour 
When firſt ambition truck at regal pow'r ; 
And thus polluting honour in its ſource, - 
Gave wealth to ſway the mind with double force. 
Have we nat ſeen round Britain's peopled ſhore, 
Her uſeful fons exchang'd for uſeleſs ore? 
Seen all her triumphs but deſtruction haſte, 
Like flaring tapers bright*ning as they waſte; 
Seen opulcnee, her grandeur to maintain, 
Lead ſtern depopulation in her train, 

And over fields where ſcatter'd hamlet's roſe, 
In barren ſolitary pomp repole ? 5 
Have we not ſeen at pleaſure's lordly call, 
The ſmiling long- frequented village fall? 
Beheld the dutuous ſon, the fire decay d, 
The modeſt matron, and the bluſhing maid, 


* 
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Forc'd from their homes, a melancholy train, 
To traverſe climes beyond the weſtern main; 
Where wild Oſwego ſpreads her iwamps around, 
And Nagara ſtuns with thund'ring ſound? 


Ev*n now, perhaps, as there ſome pilgrim ſlrays _ 
Through tangled foreſts, and through dang'rous ways; 
Where beaſts with man divided empire claim, 

And the biown Indian marks with murd'rous aim; 
There, while above the giddy tempeſt flies, 

And all around diſtreſoful yells ariſe, 

The penſive exile, bending with his wo, 

To ftop too fearful, and too faint to 80, 
Caſts a long look where England's glorics ſhine, 
And bids his boſom ſympathize with mine. 


Vain, very vain, my weary ſearch to find 
That bliſs which only centers in the mind: 
Why have I ftray'd from pleaſure and repoſe, 
To ſeek a good each government beſtows ? 
In ev'ry government, though terrors reigo, 
Though tyrant kings, or tyrant laws reſtrain, 
How ſmall of all that human hearts endure, 
That part which laws or kings can cauſe or cure. 
Still to ourſelves in ev'ry place conſign'd, 
Our own felicity we make or find : 
With ſecret courſe, which no loud ſtorms annoy, 
Glides the ſmooth current of domeſtic joy. 
The lifted ax, the agonizing wheel, 
Luke's iron crown, and Damien's bed of ſteel, 
To men remote from pow'r bnt rarely known, 
Leave reaſon, faith, and conſcience, all our own. 
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DESERTED VILLAGE. 
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WE ET 1 !  lovelief village of 1 r 
Where health and plenty cheer'd the lab' ring Nn 

Where ſmiling ſpring its earlieſt viſit paid, 
And parting ſummer's ling ring blooms delay d. 
Dear lovely bow'rs of innocence and eaſe, | 
_ Seats of my youth, when ev ry ſport could pleaſe, BY 
How often have I loiter'd o'er thy green, * 
Where humble happineſs endear d each ſcene! 
How often have I paus'd on ev'ry charm, | 
The ſhelter'd cot, the cultivated farm, 2 27 | 
The never-failing brook, the buſy mill, 1 4 Soy I 
The decent church that topt the n kill, 
The hawthorn buſh; with feats beneath the agg 
For talking age and whiſp' ring lovers made! 
How often have I bleſt the coming day, 
When toil remitting lend i its turn to play, 
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And all the vi illage train, from labour ee, 
Led up their ſports beneath the ſpreading tree, 
While many a paſtime circled in the ſnade, 
The young contending as the old ſurvey'd; 
many a gambol frolie d o'er the ground, 
And flights of art and feats of ſtrength went round. 


And ſtill as each repeated pleaſure tir'd, 


Succeeding ſports the mirthfu] band niſpir "7 

The dancing pair that ſimply ſought renown, 

By bolding out to tire cach other "down 4 j 

os * ſwain miiltruſtlefs of his ſmutted face, 

While ſecret laughter titter'd round the place ; 

"The baſhful Virgin 's fide-long looks of love, 

The matron's glance, that would thoſe looks prone, 
Theſe were thy-charms, ſweet village, fports like Ne, 
With: ſweet: ſocceſſion, taught evin toil to pleaſe; 
Theſe round thy bow'rs their cheerful influence hed, 
Theſe were thy charins—But all theſe charms are fled. 


Sweet ſmiling; village, lovelieſt of the lawn, 
Thy ſports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn; 
Amidſt thy bow'rs the tyrant's hand is ſeen, 

And deſolation ſaddens all the green: 

One only maſter graſps the whole domain, 

And half a tillage ſtints the ſmiling plain; 
No more: thy glaſſy brook reflects the dar 
But, choak'd with ſedges, works it we ys $i 


Along thy glades, a ſolitary gueſt, 1K 
The hollow. ſounding. bittern guards its neſt; 0 
Imidit thy deſart walks the lapwing ſlies, 1 8 * 
And tires their echoes with unvary'd eries. 


Sunk are thy bow'rs in ſhapeleſs ruin all. 
And the long graſs o'ertops the mould'ring Walle 
And, trembling, ſhrinking from the fpoiler's baäd, | 
Far, far _ * chäldren leave the nd. 
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Ill Ares the Why: to Cy: a Lewy: e e 
Where weakhncrwnotetes, aud men deen, . 
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iaces aud lords may ys or may E 3 

A breath can make them as a breath bas made: 
Lut a bold peaſantry, their country's pride, 
When once ee can never be ſupply d. 


5 


A time there was, ere egg grief begaps | 
When ev'ry rood of ground manitain/d.its- man; 
For him light labour ſpread her u hole ſome ſtore, 
Juſt gave what life-requir'd, but gaye no more: 
His belt companions, innocence, and health, 
And his beſt riches, ignorance of wealth. 


But time's are alter d; trade's unfeeling train 
Uſurp the land and difpoſſeſs the ſwain; | 
Along the lawn, where ſcatter d hamlet's roſe, 
Unwicldy wealth, and cumb'rous pomp repoſe; 
And eviry want to luxury ally d, 


And ev'ry pang that folly pays to pride. 
Theſe gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom, 


Thoſe calm defires that aſk*d but little room, 

"Thoſe healthful ſports that grac'd the peaceful ſcene, 
Liv'd in each look, and brighten'd all the green; 
Theſe, far departing, ſeek a kinder ſhore, © 
And rural mirth and manners are no more. 


Sweet AUBURN | ETOP of the bliſsful hour, 
Thy glades forlorn confeſs the tyrant's pow?r. 
Here, as 1 take my ſolitary rounds, 
Amidſt thy tanghng walks, and ruin'd grounds, 
And, many a year elaps'd, return to view | 
Where once>the cottage ſtood, the hawthorn grew, 
Remembrance wakes with all her buſy train, 
owells at my breaſts auch turns the paſt to pain. 


Ia my Aendirioge round this world of care, 
In all my griefs and Gon has giv'n my ſhare— 
I ſtill had hopes my lateſt hours to crown, 
Amidſt theſe hunible bow'rs to lay me down; 
To huſband out life's taper at the cloſe, 

And keep the flame from waſting by hs a 
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I Rill had hopes, for pride attends us ſtill, | 
Amidſt the ſwains to ſhew my book-learn'd (kill, 
Around my fire an evening group to draw, | 
And tell of all I felt and al} I faw ; ,; | 
And, as an hare whom hounds and horns purſue, 
Pants to the place from whence at firſt ſhe flew, 

I ſtill had hopes, my long vexations paſt, 
Here to return and die at home at laſt. 


O bleſt retirement, friend to life's decline, 
Retreats from care, that never muſt be mine, 
How bleſt is he who crowns in ſhades like theſe, 
A youth of labour with an age of caſe; 

Who quits a world where ſtrong temptations try, 
And, fince *tis hard to combat, l to fly! 
For him no wretches, born to work and weep, 
Explore the mine, or tempt the dang'rous deep ; 
No ſurly porter ſtands in guilty ſtate, 

To ſpurn imploring famine from the gate; 

But on he moves to meet his latter end, 

N around befriending virtue's friend; 

Sinks to the grave with unperceiv'd decay, 
While reſignation gently flopes the way; 
And all his proſpects bright'ning to the laſt, 
His Heav'n commences ere the world be paſt; 


' Sweet was the ſound, when oft at ev'ning's cloſe, 
Up yonder hill the village murmur roſe ; 
There, as I paſt with careleſs ſteps and flow, 

The mingling notes came ſoften'd from below; 

The ſwain reſponſive as the milk-maid ſung, 
The ſober herd that low'd to meet their young ; 
The noiſy geeſe that gabbled o'er the pool, 
The playfuf children juſt let looſe from ſchool ; 


The watch-dog's voice that bay*'d ping wind, 


And the loud laugh that ſpgke the vacant min 
Theſe all in ſweet confuſton ſought the ſhade, 
And fill'd each pauſe the nightingale had made. 
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Tor now the ſamdsef Poß ele nn 
No chearful murmurs flu@ugte in łhe Pale, pe in 


No buſy ſteps the graſs. grown foot · way 3 
But all the- bloom) fluſh of life is . t 
All but yon widow'd; ſolitary thing, 

That feebly bends beſide-the- plaſh 
She, wretched mation, fore' d, an age, for . 
To ſtrip the brook with mantling oreſſes ſpread, 
To pick her wintry faggot from the thorn, 

To ſeek her'pightly ſhed; and weep till morn ” 
She only left of all the harmleſs: train, 
The ſad "hiſtorian of the 1 . 


Near ad copſe, dots once the ourden<dini}.: 
And ſtill where many a garden flowr grows wild: 
There, where a few torn ſhrubs the place diſcloſe, 
The village preacher's modeſt manſion rofe. 
A man he was, to all the country dear, 
And paſſing rieh with forty pounds a year 3 
| Remote from towns he ran his odly race, 

Nor ere had chang'd, nor will- to to change his place. 
Unſkilfal he to fan, or ſeek for pow'r, 
By doctrines faſhion'd te the varying hour; 
Far other aims his heart had learud to prize, 
More bent te raiſe the wretched than to riſe. 
His houſe was known to all the vagrant train, 
He chid their wand'rings, but relle v'd their pain, 
The long- remembered be gar was his gueſt, 
Whoſe beard deſcending ee his aged 7 breaſt ; ; 
The ruin'd ſpendthriür, now no longer proud, 
Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow'd ; 
The broken ſoldier, kindly bade to ſtay, | 
Sate by his fire, and talk'd the night away; 
' Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of ſorrow done, | 
Shoulder'd his crutch, and ſhew'd how fields were won. 
Pleas'd with his gueſts, the good man learn'd to glows 
And quite — their vices in their wo; 


U 
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Careleſs their merits or their faults to ben. CT 
His pity * ere charity began. . 


nr none | 4 
Thus to Gn the wretched was his pride, 12 
And ey'n his failings lean'd to Virtue's fide * 
But in his duty prompt at ev ry call, © 


He watch'd and wept, he oe and: felt, for au. | 


And, as a bird each fond endearment tries, 
Jo tempt its new fledg'd offspring to the ſkies; 
He tried each art; reprov'd each dull delay, 
Allur'd to brighter der. and led the way. 7 Tt 


Beſide the bed where parting life was lay "MN 
And ſorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns diſmay d, 
The rev rend champion ſtood. At his control, 
Deſpair and anguith fled the ſtruggling ſoul ;, | 
Comfort came Wo the trembling wretch to railg,.” 
And his laſt fault ring accents whiſper'd 81 


At church, with meek and unaffected grace, 
- His looks adorn'd the venerable 1 
Truth from his lips prevail'd with double ſway. 
And fools, who came to ſcoff, remain'd to Pau. | 
The ſervice paſt around the pious man, 
With ready zeal, each honeſt rnftic ran; 
Ev'n children follow'd with endearing ls... 
And pluck'd his gown, to ſhare the good man' 8 fol 
His ready ſmile a parent's warmth exprett,. 
"Their welfare pleas'd him, and their cares dittreſt ; 
To them hys heart, his love, his griefs were giv'n, 
But all bis REED thoughts had reſt in heav'n. 
As ſome tall cliff that lifts its awful form, 
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the ſtorm, 
Tho” round its breaſt the rolling clouds are {pread, . 
Eternal ſunſhine ſettles on its head. 


Belide yon ſtraggling fence that ſkirts he: ways 


With bloffom'd firze unprofitably gay, 


There, in his noiſy manſion, ſkill'd to rule, 


The 2 maſter taught his little ſchool: 
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A man ſevere he was, and ſtern to view., 
knew him well, and ev'ry truant knew ; __ 

Well had the boding tremblers learn'd to trace, 
The day's diſaſters in his morning face 
Full well they laugh'd with counterfeited glee | 
At all his j des, for many a joke had he; 

Full well the buſy whiſper circling round, 

Convey'd the diſmal tidings when he frown 'd; 

Yet he was kind, or if ſevere in aught, 1 
The love he bore to learning was in fault ; 

The village all dechar'd how much he knew, 
'Twas certain he could write, and eypher too; 
Lands he could meaſure, terms and tides preſage, 
And ev'n the ſtory ran that he could en 

In arguing too, the parſon own'd his fk 

For e en tho! vanquiſſi d, he eduld argue Nill ; ; 
While words of learned length, and thund'r ning g found, 
Amaz'd the gazing ruſties ran d around, 

And ſtill TT a; and fill The onder grew, 

That one mall hea head could 11 al he Knew. 5 
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But paſt is * an ele The. very n | 
Where many a time he triumph'd: i is Ac gb. nm 
Near yonder thorn that lifts its head on high, 
Where ones the fgn-poſt caught the paling : 
Low lies that where nut-brown draughts 7M d 
Where grey-beard mirth and fmiling toil retir'd; 
Where ellage! Rateſmen talk'd with fooks proſoud, 
And news much older than their ale went round. £6 
Imagination fondly ſtoops to trace, ' | 
The parlour ſp yon Poon 6 * feſtive place; | 
The white- würd wall, the nicely-ſanded floor. 
The varniſh'd · clock that click d behind the door; * 
The cheſt contriv'd a double debt to pay, 
A bed by night, a cheſt of draw'rs by day; 
The WA; plac?d for ornament and uſe,: -. -_ 
The twelye — N __ rea; IWR of n ; 
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E. 6 22 | 
The hearth, except hen winter chill'd the day, 


With alpen bbugh 6„ and 8. rs x Ang Rope] "7 > 00 
While broken tea: cups. wi ſe] 504 <P forſhew, 
en 


Rang'tf 0) o'er the chimney, 80 1 in a row. vs 


Vain fray ſplendor ! BY not tall 
Reprieve the tott' ring manſion from. ity fall! 4 


Obſcure it ſinks, nor ſhall it more impart 


An hour's importance ap the poor man's bon TEE 
Thither na more the peaſant ſhall zeheir. b 
To ſweet obliyion of his daily care; 


No more the farmer's news, the! ebe tale, i 


No more the woodman's:/ballad:{fiall-prevail ; 

No more the imaiih,his duſy brow ſhall Dru N 
Relax his pond'rons ſtrengt h, and læan to hear; 
The hoſt himſelf no longer iſhall be found, 


1 to ſee the 3 pliſsego rohnd bo " 


or the coy+maid,. half. willing ö 
Shall kiſsche.cnp40 pals it to the rell. 12 by 


; & £7 £5 i 
1 4 * 32 Per * 1 "CS | 20 2 4841 — 


Yes ! Tet the "ich deride, the W adele 


"Theſe ſimple bleſſings of the lowly train, 


To me more dear, congenial.to my heart, 

One native charm, 9 5 all the gloſs of art 3 
Spontaneous joys, where, Nature has its play, 
The ſoul adopts and uns their ſirſt- born es = 
Li gktly they 72 8 oer the vacant mind, 3 
"Unenry'd, Namolck ungonſin t. 
But the long enen e midnight 8 3's 
With all the freaks of wanton wealth 3 


In theſe, ere trifler's half heir with obtain, _ 
The toiling p leaſure ſiakens into pain; 


And ey'n Lulle faſhion' 8 brighteſt. arts, decay, 
The heart Arufſeg ** 1 this be; 7 


4% K Ho® 
. . 


Ye friemls to truth, ve icefinca whis vious © 
The rich man's joys encreaſe, the Poor's decay: = 
Tis your's to judge how wide the limits ftand ' 
Between a ſplendid and an bappy land. 


"Y 
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Proud ſwells the tide with loads of freighted ore, 
And ſhouting folly hails them from tle ſhore : + 
Hoards, ev'n beyond the miſer's with abound, 
And rich men flock from all the world around. 
Yet count our gains: this wealth is but a name, 
That leaves our uſeful] product ſtill the ſame. _ 
Not ſo the loſs. The man of wealth and pride, 
Takes up a ſpace that many poor ſupply'd ; i 
Space for his lake, his park's extended bounds, 

Space for his horſes, equipage and hounds z 

The robe that wraps his limbs in filken ſloth, 
Has robb'd the neighb' ring fields of half their growth, 
His ſeat where ſolitary ſports are ſeen, 
Indignant ſpurns the cottage from the green 

Around the world each needful product flies, 

For all the luxuries the world ſupplies. : 

While thus the land adorn'd for pleaſure all 

In barren ſplendor feebly waits the fall. 


As ſome fair female unadorn'd and plain, 
Secure to pleafe while youth confirms her reign. 
Slights ev'ry borrow'd charm that dreſs ſupphes, 
Nor ſhares with art the triumph of her eyes: | 
But when thoſe charms are paſt, for charms are frail. 
When time advances, and when lovers fail, 

She then ſhines forth, ſolicitous to bleſs, 

In all the glaring impotence of dreſs. 

Thus fares the land, by luxury betray d, 

In nature's fimpleſt charms at fir array'd, 

But verging to decline, its ſplendors riſe, 

Its viſtas ſtrike, its palaces ſurpriſe ; 

While ſcourg*d by famine from the ſmiling land, 
The mournful peaſant leads his humble band; 
And while he finks, without one arm to ſave, 
The country blooms—a garden; and a grave. 


Where then, ah, where ſhall poverty reſide, 1 
To ſcape the preſſure of contigious pride? 
| Ws. 


1 — 
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. FE 4 * 8 
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ff to tome common's feneelefs Hmmfte firay'd; ur 
He drives his flock to pick the feanty diate, if ie 
Thoſe fencelefs fields the ſons of a e | 
And e ey 1 x THE Dare: worn emen f is Ty d. E 


If to 3 city ſ ped—What . him there! # fs 

Te tee hs yh me he mult not ſhare; | | 

To fee ten thouſand baneful arts combio 4 

To pamper luxury, and thin mankind; 

To fee each joy the ions of pleaſure know, 

Extorted from his fellow creature s wo. 

Here while the courtier glitters in brocade, 

There the pale artiſt plies the ſickly trade; 

Here, while the proud their long - dra vn pomps diſplay, 

There the black gibbet glooms beſide the way, 

Tue dome where pleaſure holds her midnighit reign, 
Here, richly deckt, admits the gorgeous train; | 

_ Tumiultuous grandeur crouds the AT zing ſquare, 

The rettling chariots claſh the torches oe. 

Sure ſcenes like theſe no troubles . 

Sure theſe denote one univerſal joy! | 

Are theſe thy ſerious thoughts—Ah, turn thine eyes 

Where the poor houſeleſs ſhiv'ring female lies. 

She once, perhaps, in village plenty bleſt, 

Has wept at tales of innocence diſtreſt; 

Her modeſt looks the cottage might dos, | 

Sweet as the primroſe peeps beneath the thorn ; 

Now lolſt to ail: her friends, her virtue fled, ; 

Near her betrayer's door ſhe Jays her head, | 

And, pinch d with cold and ſhrinking from the ſhow'r, 

With heavy heart deplores that luckleſs hour, 

Wen idly firſt, ambitious of the town, 


She left kb wheel and robes of country brown. 


Do thine ſweet Avsurn, thine, the lovelieſt train, 
Do thy fair tribes participate her pain? 

Ev'n now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led, 

At proud men's door they alk a little bread! 


[942254] 


Ah, ne. To Uiſtänt climes, a Perry ſceris; 
Where half the convex world intrades* — 55 5 
Through tortid tracts with fainting fleps ey * of 
Where wild Altama murmurs to their Wo. 4A 
Far different there from all that charm'd before, 

The various' terrors of that horrid ſhore; 
Thoſe blazing funs that dart a downward RY, ** 
And fiercely ſhed intolerable daa; 43,13 
Thoſe matted woods where birds — to 2 
But ſilent bats 4 in drow2y cluſters cling ; 
Thoſe pois'nuns fields. with rank Juxuriance exown'd, 
Where the dark ſcorpion gathers death around ; 
Where at each ſtep 155 ſtranger fears to wake 
The rattling terrors of the vengeful ſnake ; 
Where crouching tigers wait their hapleſs prey; 
And ſavage men more murd'rous ſt ill than they; 
While oft in whirls the mad tornada flies, 
Mingling the ravag'd landſcape Ni 
Far different theſe from ey'ry former ſcene, 
The cooling brook, the grafly veſted green, 
The breezy covert of the warbling grove, 


That only ſhcler d thefts ok harmle lone, 


1 
A 


Good 8 what ſorrow $ Wen dthat parting b 
That call'd them from their native walks away; 
When the poor exiles, ev 'ry pleaſure paſt, N 
Hung round the bow'rs, and fondly Took'd their laſt, 
And took a long farewel, and wiſh'd in vain 
For ſeats like theſe beyond the weſtern main; 

Aud ſhudd'ring ſtill to face the diſtant deep, 
Return'd 4 45 vept, and ſtill return d to weep. 
The good old fire, the firſt pre par'd to go 
To new+found worlds, and wept for other s wo; 
But for himſelf, in contents virtue brave, 

He only wiſh'd for worlds beyond the grave, 
His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears, 


The fond companion of his helpleſs years, 


4 
1} 
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Zilent went next, negleQful of her charme, 


And left a lover's for a father's armes. 
With louder plaints the mother ſpoke her woes, 


And bleſt the cot where ev'ry pleaſure roſe; 


And kiſt her thoughtleſs babes with many a tear, yo 
And clafpt them cloſe, in ſorrow doubly dear; RE 
Whilſt her fond huſband ſtrove to lend relief 


In all the Glent manlineſs of e 


0 NEO: thou curſt by heaven 's decree, 
How ill exchang* d are ings like theſe for thee ! 
How do thy potions with inſidious j Joys Io 


Diffuſe their pleaſures only to deſtroy ! 


Ringdoms by thee, to ſickly greatneſs grown, 
Boaſt of a florid vigour 4 47 Own. of ; 
At ev'ry dranght more large and large they Ste, | 
A bloated maſs of rank and unwieldy wo; 
Till ſapp'd their ſtrength, and ev'ry part unſound, 


Down, down they | fink and ſpread a ruin round. 


Een now the nn is begun, | 
And half the buſineſs of deſtruction done; 
Ev'n now, methioks, as pond'ring here I Rand, 


I ſee the rural virtues leave the land. 


Down where yon anch'ring veſſel ſpreads the ſal 


That idly waiting flaps with ex'ry gale, 
Downward they move, a melancholy band, 


Paſs from the ſhore, and darken all the firand, 


Contented toil, and hoſpitable care, 

And kind Batt FAT tenderneſs are there ; 
And piety with wiſhes plac'd above, 

And Ready loyalty, and faithful love. 

And thou ſweet Poetry, thou lovelieſt maid, 
Still firſt to fly where ſenſual joys invade ; 


Unfit in theſe degne rate times of ſhame, _ 


To catch the heart, or ſtrike for honeſt fame; 
Dear charming nymph, neglected and decry d, 
1 fag ſhame in crouds, my ſolitary pride. 
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Thou ſource of all my bliſs, and all my wo, 

That found'ſt me poor at firft, and keep'ſt me ſo; 

Thou guide by which the nobler arts excel, 

Thou nurſe of ev'ry virtue fare thee well, 

Farewel, and O ! where'er thy voice be try'd, 

On Torno's cliffs, or Pambamarca's fide, 

Whether where equinoQial fervours glow, 

Or winter wraps the polar world in ow, 

Still let thy voice prevailing over time, 

Redreſs the rigours of th' inclement elime: 

Aid ſlighted truth, with thy perſuaſive ſtrain; 

Teach erring man to ſpurn the rage of gain, 
Teach him, that ſtates of native keene poſſeſt, 

'Tho' very poor, may ſtill be very bleſt; 

That trade's proud empire haſtes to ſwift decay, 

And ocean ſweeps the labour'd mole away; 

While ſelf-dependant pow'r can time defy, 

As rocks reſiſt the billows and the ſky. 
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HAUCH or VENISON, 


A 
PFOTTTC _ EFTSRNN 
T O 


n D 


ANKS, my lord, for your veniſon, for n ar 
fatter 

Never rang'd in a foreſt, or ſmoak'd in a platter; 

The haunch was a picture for painter's to ſtudy, 

"The fat was ſo white, and the lean was ſo ruddy, 

Tho' my ſtomach was ſharp, I could ſcarce help re- 


gr ettin , 


To ſpoil ſuch a delicate picture by eating; ; 
I had thoughts in of chamber to ſet it in view, 


To be ſhewn to my friends as a piece of virtu 


— 
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As in ſome Iriſh houſes, where things are ſo ſo, 

One gammon of bacon hangs up for a ſhow : 

But for eating a raſher of what they take pride i In, 

They'd as ſoon think of eating the pan it is fry'd in. 

But hold let me pauſe—don't I hear you prongunee, 

'Thistale of the bacon's a damnable bounce; | 
Well, ſuppoſe it a bounce - ſure a poet may try, 

By a bounce now and then, to get courage to fly. 


& 


But, my lord, it's no bounce: I proteſt in my turn, 
115 a truth and your lordſhip may aſk Mr Burn,“ 
Lo go on with my tale—as I gaz d on the haunch ; 

I thought of a friend that was truſty and ſtaunch, 

So I cut it, and ſent it to Reynold's undreſt, 

To paint it, or eat it, juſt as he lik'd beſt. 

Ot the neck and the breaſt I had next to diſpoſe ; 

Tas a neck and a breaſt that might rival Monro? 2 

But in parting with theſe I was puzzled again, 

Wich the how, and the who, and the where, and the 
when. 

There's H- d, andC—y, and H—rth, and H—f, 

I think they love veniſon, I know they love beef, 

There's my countryman Higgins Oh! let him alone, 

For making a blunder, or picking a bone. | 

But hang it—to poets who ſeldom can eat, 

Your very good mutton's a very good treat; 

Such dainties to them their health it might hurt, 

It's like ſending them ruffles, u wanting — ſhirt. 

While thus I debated, in reverie center'd, 

An acquaintance, a fr Y as he call'd Nit. enter d; 

An underbred, ſine- ſpoken fellow was he, 

And he ſmil'd as he Jook'd at the veniſon and me. 

What have we got here ?— Why kthis is ove eating 

Your own 1 ſuppole—or is it in waiting? 


— 


* Lord Clares nephew. 


. 
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Why whoſe ſhould it be? cried I, with a flounce, 
|] get theſe things often ;—but that was a bounce: 
Some lords, my acquaintance, that ſettle the nation, 
Are pleas-d to be kind —but I hate oſtentation. 


If that be the cafe then, cried he, very gay, 
I'm glad, I have taken this houſe in my way. 
To-morrow you take a poor dinner with me; 

No words inſiſt of't —preciſely at three: 

We'll have Johnſon, and Burke, all the wits will be 

there, 0 5 * 

My acquaintance is ſlight, or I'd aſk my lord Clare. 
And, now that I think on't, as I am a ſinner! 

Ve wanted this veniſon to make out the dinner. 
What ſay you—a patty, it ſhall, and it mutt, 

And my wife, little Kitty, is famous for cruit. 

Here, porter this veniſon with me to Mile-end ; 

No ſtirring—I beg—my dear friend—my dear friend! 
Cans ſnatching his hat, he bruſh'd of like the wind, 
And the porter and eatables follow'd behind. 


» 


Left alone to reffect, having emptied my ſhelf, 
Aud.“ nobody with me at fea but myſelf; '“! 
Pao? I could not help thinking my gentlemen haity, 
Vet Johnſon, and Burke, and a good veniſon pally, 
Were things that I never diſliked in my life, 

Tho? clogg'd with a coxcomb, and Kitty his wife. 
So next day in due ſplendor to make my approach, 
I drove to his door in my own hackney-coach. 

When come to the place where we all were to dine, 
A _chair-lumber'd cloſet juſt twelve feet by nine :) 
My friend bade me welcome, but firuck me quite 

dumb, 6 | 


With tidings that ſohuſon, and Burke would not come, 


2 — 
a — — 


See the letters that paſſed between his royal hi gh 
_ Henry duke of Cumberland, and lady Groſveuor— 
1709. | : 
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For I knew it, he cried, both cternally fail, 

The one with his ſpeeches, and t'other with Thralc ? 
But no matter I'll warrant we'll make up the party, 
With two full as clever, aud ten times as hearty. 
The one is a-Scotchman, the other a Jew, 

They both of them merry and authors like you; 
The one writes the Snarler, the other the Scourge ; : 
Some thinks he writes Cinna—he owns to Panurge. 
While thus he deſcrib'd them by trade and by name, 
They enter d, aud dinner was ſery d as they came. 


At the top a fried liver, and bacon were ſeen, 

At the bottom was tripe in aſwinging tureen; 
At the ſides there was ſpinnage and pudding made hot; 
In the middle a place where the paſty -was not. 

Now, my lord, as for tripe it's my utter averſion, 
And your bacon J hate like a Vurk or a Perſian; 
So there I ſat ſtuck, like a horſe in a pound, 
While the bacon and liver went merrily round: 
But what vex'd me moſt, was that d—'d Scottiſh rogue, 
With hislong-winded foreches, his ſmiles and his brogue, 
And, madam, quoth he, may this bit be my poiſon, 
A prettier dinner I never ſet eyes on; 
Pray a ſlice of your liver, tho' may I be curſt, 
But I've eat of yout tripe till I'm ready to burit. 
The tripe, quoth the Jew, with his chocolate cheek; 
J could dine on this tripe ſeven days in the week: 

J like thefe here dinners fo pretty and ſmall ; 
But your friend there the doctor, eats nothing at all. 
O-—oh quoth my friend, he'll come on iu a trice, 
He's keeping a corner for ſomething that's nice : 
There's a paſty la palty ! repeated the Jew : 
TI don't care if I keep a corner for't too. 

What the deil, mon, a paſty i re- echo'd the Scot ; 
Though ſplitting I'll itill keep a corner for that. 
We'll all keep a corner, the lady cried out ; 

We'll all keep a corner. was echo d about. 


L 235 3: 


While thus we reſolv'd, and the paſty delay'd, 

With looks that quite petrified, enter'd the maid ; 

A viſage ſo ſad, and ſo pale with affright, 

Wak'd Priam in drawing his curtain by night. 

But we quickly found out, for who could miſtake her? 
That ſhe came with ſome terrible news from the baker: 
And ſo it fell out, for that negligent ſloven, 

Had ſhut out the paſty in ſhutting his oven. 

Sad Philomel thus—but let fimiles drop— 

And now that I think on't, the ſtory may ſtop. : 
To be plan, my good lord, it's but labour milplac'd, 
To ſend ſuch good verſes to one of your taſte; | 
You've got an odd ſomething—a kind of diſcerning— | 
A reliſh—a taſte—ſicken'd over by learning; 

At leaſt, its your temper as very well known, 
That you think very ſlightly of all that's your own: 
So, perhaps, in your habits of thinking amiſs, 
You may make a miſtake, and think ſlightly of this, 


R E TA L-IATI om 


T 0. K 
B Y Ds. GOLDSMITH. 


FIRST PRINTED IN M, DCC, LXXIV. 


AFTER THE AUTHOR'S DEATH. 


Dr Goldſmith and ſome of his friends occafionally 
dined at the St. James's coffee-houſe.—One day it was 
propoſed to write epitaphs on him. His country, dia- 
let, and perſon, furniſhed ſubjects of witticiſm. He 
was called on for ReTatraT10N, and at their next 
meeting, produced the following poem. 
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F old, when Scarron his companions invited, 
Each gueſt brought his dich, and the feaſt was 
united; | 
If our“ landlord ſupplics us with beef and with fiſh, 
Let each gueſt bring himſelf, and hebringsthe beſt diſh; 
Our + dean ſhall be veniſon, juſt freſh from the plains ; 
Our + Burke ſhall be tongue, with a garniſh of brains; 


U 


* The maſter of the St. James? coflee- houſe where 
the doctor, and the friends he has characterized 1a this 


poem, occaſionally dined. 
+ Doctor Barnard, dean of Derry in Ireland. 
t Mr Edmund Burke, member for Wendover, and 


one of the greateſt orators in this Kingdom. 
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Our 5 Will ſhall be wild fowl. of excellent flavour, 
And Dick with his pepper ſhail heighten their favonr : 


Our * Cumberland's fweet-bread its -plac e ſhall obtain, 
And t Douglas is pudding, ſubſtantial aud plain: 


Our 1. Garcick's a fa! lad, for in him we ſee 


Oil, vinegar, ſugar, and alteren agree: 

To make out the dinner full certain Jam, 

That 5 Ridge is anchovy, and || Reynolds is lamb; 
That J Hickey's a capon, and by the fame rule, 
Magnanimous Goldſmith a gooſberry fool. 

At a dinner ſo various, at ſuch a repaſt, 


Who'd not be a and ſtick to the laſt? 


6 Mr William Burke, late ſecretary 't to general Con- 
way, and member for Bedwin. 


Mr Richatd Burke, collector of Granada. 
* Mr Richard Cumberland, author of the Weſt In- 


dan, Faſhionable Lover, the Brothers, and othe- dra- 


matic Pleces. 


+ Doctor Douglas, canon of Windſor, an 1ygenians 
Scotch gentlemen, who has no leſs diſtinguiſhed | him- 
ſelf as a citizen of the world, than a ſound critic, in de- 
tecting ſeveral literary miſtakes (or rather f5rgeries) of 
his countrymen 3 particular Lauder on Von, and 


HBower's hiſtory of the Popes, 


I David Garrick, eſq; joint patentee, and acting 
manager of the Theatre-royal, Drury lane. 


{ Counſellor John Ridge, a gentleman belongin g 
to the Iriſh bar; the reliſh of whoſe converfation was 
juſtly compared to an anchovy. 


Sir Joſhua Reynolds, preſident of. the Royal ok 
demy. 
1 An eminent attorney, 


ö 


Here, waiter, more wine, let me ſit while I'm able, 
Till all my companions fink under the table; 

Ihen with chaos and blunders encircling my head, 
Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the dead. 


Here lies the good 4 dean, re- united to earth, 
Who mixt reaſon with pleaſure, and wiſdom with „ 
If he had any faults, he has left us in doubt, 
At leaſt, in fix weeks, I could not find 'em out; 
Yet ſome have declar'd, and it can't be deny'd 'em, 
That fly-boots was curſedly cunning to hide 'em. 


Here lies our good | Edmund, whoſe genius was 

{uch, 

We fats can praiſe it, or blame it too much ; 

Who, born for the univerſe narrow'd his mind. 

And to party gave up what was meant for mankind. 

Tho' fraught with all learning, yet ſtraining histhroat. 

To perſuade g Tommy Townthend to lend him a vote; 

Who, too deep for his hearers, ſtill went on refining, 

And thought of convincing, while they thought of 
dining; 

Tho' equal to all things, for all things unfit, 

Too nice for a ſtateſman, too proud for a wit: 

For a patriot two cool; tor a drudge diſobedient; 

And too fond of the rig to puriue the expedient. 

In ſhort, 'twas his fate, unemploy'd, or in place, fir, 

Jo cat mutton cold, and cut blocks ck a razor. 


f Vide page 239. - 


+ Vide page 239. 
$ Mr T. Townſhend, member for Whitechurch. 
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Dere lies honeſt F William, whoſe heart was a mint, 

White the owner ne*cr knew half the good tiat was 
„„ N 

The pupil of impulſe, it fore d him along, 

His conduct fill right, with his argument wiong 3 

Still aiming at honour, yet fearing to roam 

The coachman was tipſy, the chariot drove home; 

Would yon aſk for his merits? alas! he had none; 

What was good was ſpontaneous, his faults were his 

OWN. | 


* 


Here lies honeſt Richard whole fate I mui ſigh at; 
Alas, that ſuch frohc ſhould now be fo quiet! : 
What ſpirits were bis! what wit and what whim 
Now breaking a jeſt, and now breaking a limb? 
Now wrangling and grumbling to keep up the ball! 
Now teazing and v<exing, yet laughing at all! 

In ſhort fo provoking a devil was Dick, | 
That we wiſh'd him full ten times a day at old nick ; 
But, miſſing his mirth and agreeable vein, 

As often we wilh'd to have Dick back again. 


Here 5 Cumberland lies, having acted his parts; 
The Terence of England, the mender of hearts; 
A flattering painter, who made it his care 
'To draw men as they onght to be, not as they are. 
Flis gallants are all faultleſs his woman divine, 

And comedy wonders at being ſo fine 
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+ Vide page 240. | | 
r Mr Richard Burke; vide page 240. This gen- 


tlemen having ſlightly fractured one of tis arias and 
legs, at different times, the doctor has rallied him on 
thoſe accidents, as a kind of retributive juſtice for 


breaking his jeſts upon other people. 


_ $ Vide page 240. 
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Like a tragedy queen he has dizen'd her out, 

Or rather like tragedy giving a rout. 

His fools have their follies ſo loſt in a croud 

Of virtues and feelings, that folly grows proud, 

And coxcombs alike in their failings alone, 

Adopting his portraits are pleay'd with their own, 

Say, where has our poet this malady caught; 

Or, wherefore his characters thus without fault? 

Say, was it that vainly directing his view 

To find out men's virtues, and finding them few, 

Quite fick of purſuing each troubleſome elf, 

He grew lazy at laſt, and drew for himſelf ? 

Here Douglas retires from his toils to relax, 

The ſcourge of impoſtors, the terror of quacks : 

Come all ye quack bards, and ye quacking divines, 

Come, and dance on the ſpot where your tyrant re- 
clines, © | | 

When ſatire and cenſare encircled his throne, 

I fear'd for your ſafety, I icar'd for my own; 

But now he is gone, and we want a detector, 

Our + Dodds thall be pious, 'our | Kenricks ſhall 

lecture; 3 

Macpherſou write bombaſt, and call it a ſtyle, 

Our || Fownſhend make ſpeeches, and I ſhall compile; 

New & Lauders and Bowers the Tweed ſhall crois over. 

No countrymen living their tricks to difcover | 


j| Vide page 240. + The Rev. Dr Dodd. 


+ Mr Kenrick lately read leQures at the Devil 
lavern, uuder the title of * The School of Shakeſpeare? 


James Macpherſon, eſq; who lately, from the nere 
force of his ſtyle, wrote down the firſt poct of all anti- 
quity. 8 | „„ ö 

| Vide page 24y q Vide page 241. 
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Detection her taper ſhall quench to a ſpark, 

And Scotchman meet Scotchman and cheat in the dark, 
Here hes * David Garrick, deſcribe him who can, 
An abridgement of all that was pleaſant in man; 

As an actor, confeſt without rival to ſhine ; 

As a wit, if not firſt, in the very firſt line: 

Yet, with talents like theſe, and an excellent heart, 
The man had his failings, a dupe to his art. ; 
Like an ill- judging beauty, his colours he ſpread, 

And beplaſter'd, with rouge, his own natural red. 
On the ſtage he was natural, fimple, affecting; 

'was only that, when he was off, he was acting. 
With no reaſon on earth to go out of his way, 

. He turn'd and he vary'd full ten times a-day : 

Tho? ſecure of our hearts, yet confoundedly ſick, 

If they were not his own by fineſſing and trick: 

He caſt off his friends, as a huntſman his pack, 

For he knew when he pleas'd he could whiſtle them 

back * a 

Of praiſe a mere glutton, he ſwallow'd what came, 
And the puff of a dunce, he miſtook it for fame; 
Til his reliſh grown callous, almoſt to diſeaſe, 

Who pepper'd the higheſt was ſureſt to pleaſe. 

But let us be candid, and ſpeak out our mind, 

If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind. 

Ve Kenricks, ye | Kellys, and g Woodfalls ſo grave, 

Whet a commerce was yours, while you got what you 

gave? | . 
How did Grub- ſtreet re- echo the ſhovts that you rais'd, 
While he was berofcius'd, and you were beprais'd? 


0 —_— 
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* Vide page 240. | + Vide page 243 

+ Mr Hugh Kelly, avthor of Falſe Dehcacy, Word 
to the wiſe, Clementina, School for wives, &c. 

$ Mr William Woodfall, printer of the Morring 
Chronicle, p Ch, 
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But peace to his ſpirit, wherever it flies, 

To act as an angel, and mix with the ſkies : 

Thoſe poets, who owe their beſt fame to his kill, 

Shall ſtill be his flattcrers, go where he will. 

Old bn 1516 he receive .him, with 8 and with 
ove, 


Ao Beaumonts and Bens be his i Kelly s above. 


Here 1 Hickey elne mot blunt pleaſant crea- 
ture, 
And ſlander itſelf well allow him good nature : 
He cheriſh'd his friend and he reliſhd a bumper; 
Yet one fault he had, and that one was a thumper. 
Perhaps you may alk if the man w as a miſer ? 
1 anſwer, no, no, for he always was wiſer - 
Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly flat? 
His very worſt foe can't acenſe him of that: 
Perhaps he confided in men as they go. 
And ſo was too fooliſhly honeſt ? ah no! 
Then what was his failing? come tell it, and burn ye, — 
He was, could he help it? a ſpecial attornev. 


Here $ Reynolds is laid, and, to tell you my mind, 
He has not left a wiſer, or better behind; 
His pencil was ſtriking, reſiſtleſs and grand 
THis manners were gentle, complying and bland ; 
Still born to improve us in every part, 
His pencil our faces, his manners our heart: 


F Vide Page 244. 
4 Vide page 243 
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ro coxcombs averſe, yet moſt civilly ſteering, 
When they * without ſtcill he was fill hard of 
hearin; 


When they talk'd of their Rapt aele, Coriegion and 


' Nuff, | 
He ſhifted his + trumpet, and only took ſnuff. 


t Sir Joſhua Reynolds i is ſo remarkably deaf as to 
Be under the Fray of uſing an ear-trumpet in com- 


pany. 
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Or, SUPPLEMENT v# bis 


RETALIATION. 


OCTOR! according to your. wiſhes, 

; You've character'd us all in di/hes, 

Serv'd up a ſentimental treat 

Of various emblematic meat : 

And now it's time, I truſt, you think, 

Your company ſhould have ſome drin 

Elſe, take my word for it, at leaſt, | 
| Your Jriſh friends won't like your feaſt. 

Ring then, and ſee that there 1s plac'd 

To each according to his taſte. 


To Douglas, fraught with learn'd ſtock 
Of critic ; 5h give ancient Hock; -___ 
Y 3 
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Let it be genuine, bright and, fine, 
Pure unadulterated wine; 
For if there's fault in taſte, or odour, 


He ll ſearch it as he ſearch'd out Lauder. 


To Johnſan, philoſophic ſage, 
The morab Mentor of the age, 
Religion's friend, with ſoul ſincere, 
With melting heart, but look auſtere, 
Give liquor of an honeſt ſort, | — 
And crown his cup with prieſtly Port . 


Now fill the glaſs with gay Champagne, 
And friſk it in a livelier ſtrain; 1 
Quick ! Quick } the ſparkling nectar quaff, 
af Drink 1. Par Garrick drink, and laugh ! 


Pour forth to Reynolds, without ſtint, 
Rich Burgundy, of ruby tint ; 

If e&er his colours chance to fade, 

This brilliant hue ſhall come in aid, 
With ruddy hghts refreſh the faces, 
And warm the boſoms of the Graces. 


To Burke a pure libation bring, 
Freſh drawn from clear Ca/talian ſpring ; 
With civic oak the goblet blind, 
Fit emblem of his patriot mind 
Let Clio as his taſter, ſip, 
And Hermes hand it to his lip. 


Fill bo my friend, the D*** of DI 
A bumper of conventual Sherry. 


Give Ridge and Hi — ky, generous-ſouls! 5 
Of wwhifky punch convivial/bowls ; 
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But let the kindred Burkes regale 

With potent draughts of Wicklow Ale x 
To C —& next, in order turn you, 
And grace him with the vines of Furney / 


Now, Docror, thou'rt an honeſt ſticker, 
So take your glaſs, ana chuſe your liquor; 
Wilt have it ſteep'd in Alpine ſnows, 

Or damaſk'd at Silinas' nole ? 

Will Wakefeld”s Vicar ſip your tea, 

Or to Thalia drink with me? 

And, Doc rox, I wou'd have you know it, 

An honeſt, I, tho' humble poet: 

I ſcorn the ſneaker like a toad, 

Who drives his cart the Dover road; 

There traitor to his country's trade, 

 Smuggles vile ſcraps of French brocade ; 

Hence, with all ſuch | for you and I, 
By Engliſh wares will live and die. 
Come, draw your chair and ſtir the fire: 
Here, boy !—a pot of Thrale's Entire / 


E 
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Written ſome time ſince by D. G=—, EQ 


E RE Hermes, favs Zove who with nectar was 
| mellow, | 
Go fetch me ſome clay--I will make an odd fellow : 
| Right and wrong ſhall be jumbled, much goid, and 
ſome droſs: 

Without cauſe be he pleas'd, without cauſe be he croſs; 
Be ſure as 1 work, to thee in contradictions, 

A great love of En I ; yet a mind turn'd to fictions ; 
Now mix theſe ingredients, which warm'd in the bak - 


ing, 
Turn to Learning, and Gaming, Religion, and Ral- 


ing, 
With the love of a wench, let his writings be chaſte; 
Tip his tongue with firange matter, his pen with fige 
taſte, 
That the Rake and the Poet o'er all may prevail, 
vet fire to the head, and ſet fire to the tail : 


1 


For the joy of each ſex on the world I II beſtow it: 
This Scholar, Nade, Chriſtian, Dupe, eee and 
bs - Port, 
Thro? a mixture ſo odd, he ſhall merit great fame, 
And among brother mortals—be Gor DSMI1TH his 
When - on earth this ſtrange meteor, no more ſhall 
appear, 8 
You Hermes ſhall fetch him, to make ns ſport here / 
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The following Jeu d' Eſprit, iir the production of the 
preſent Dean DERRT. Dr Barnard, wie advances 
in converſation with Sir Tuſhua Reynel.ls and other wits, 

that he thought * n man could improve when he was 
« paſt the age of forty froe.” Jol nßon { Samuel } who 
evas in companys, with bis fual elegance and poliſhed 
graces, immediately turned round to the facetious Lean, 
and told him that he aba an inſtance to the contrary, for 
tat there was great room for improvement in him ( the 
Dean) and wiſhed Fed ſet about it; upon which, the 
Dean the next day ſent the following le gant baga! 'elle FE 
Sir Faſhuæ Roe andthe fume company : 
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Sr FOSHUA RE XOLDS, ö 
Aud Co. by the — 
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LaTELY thought no man alive, 
Con'd e'er improve palt forty-five, 
And ve ntur'd to aſſert it; 
The obſervation was not new, 
Put ſeem'd to nie fo juſt and true, 


That none could controvert it. "WW 
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* No, Sir,” ſays Johnſon, „tis not fo, 
That's your miſtake, and 1 can fhew, 
An inſtance if you doubt it; 
«© You Sir, who are near forty- eight, 
„ May much improve, *tis not too late, 
og” wiſh you'd ſet about it,” 


Encourag'd thas to mend my faults, 

1 turn'd his counſel in my thoughts, 
Which way I ſhould app Jy it ; 
Learning and wit ſeem'd paſt my reach, 
Tor who can lcarn when none will teach? 

And wit I could not buy it. 


Then come my friends, and try your ſkill, 
Lou can inform me if you will, 
(My books arc at a diſtance) 
With you I Il live and learn, and then, 
Inſtead of books, I ſhall read men, 


So lend me your aſſiſtance. 


Dear + Knight of Plympton, teach me how 
To ſuffer with unruffled brow, 
And ſmile ſerene like thine ; 
The jeſt uncouth, or truth ſevere, 
To ſuch I'll turn my deaic{t car, 
And calmly drink my wine. 


Thou ſay'ſt, not only ſk1l] is gain'd, 
But genius too may be attain d, 

By ſtudious imitation; 
Thy temper mild, thy genus fine, 
I 15 copy till I make thee mine, 

By conſtant application. 
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+ Sir Joſhna Reyolds, 


( 


Fhe art of pleaſing, teach me Garrick, 

'ThovÞ, who revereſt odes Pindaric, 
A ſecond time read o'er; 

Oh!] cou'd we read thee backwards too, 

Laſt thirty years thou ſhould'it review, 
And charm us thirty more. 


If I have thoughts, and can't expreſs em 
Gibbons ſhall teach me how to.drefs 'em 
In terms ſele& and terſe; 
nes teach me modeſty and Greek, 
Sith how to think, Burke how to ſpeak, 
And Beauclerc to converſe, 


Let Fohnſon teach me how to place, 
In faireſt light each borrow'd grace? 
From him L'l learn to write; 
Copy his clear familiar ſtyle, | 
And from the roughneſs of his file, 
Grow like himſelf—polite 


+ Mr Garrick being aſked to read Mr Cumberiand's 
Odes, laughed immoderately, and affirmed, that ſuch 
ituff might as well be read backwards as forwards ; 
and the witty Roſcius accordingly read them in that 
manner, and wonderful to relate! produced the ſame 
good ſenſe and poetry as the ſentimental author ever 
had genius to write. | 
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TOWN ECLOGUE. 
By Mr. F 1 1 2 b A T/ Ane 


| m that ſad ſeaſon when the hapleſs belle 
With ſteps reluctant bids the town farewell: 
When ſurly huſbands doom th' unwilling fair 
To quit St. James's for a purer air, 
And, deaf te pity, from their much lov'd town 
Relentleſs bear the beauteous exiles down 
To diſmal ſhades, thraugh lonely groves to ſtray, 
And ſigh the ſummer livelong months away; 
With all the bloom of youth and beauty grac'd, 
One morn Dokinda, at her toilet plac'd, 
With looks intent and penſive air end 
The various charms her faithful glaſs diſplay'd ; 
Eyes, that might warm the frozen breaſt of age, 
Or melt to tenderneſs the tyrants rage ; 
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Smiles, that enchanting with reſiftleſs 8 
Stole unperceiv'd.the heedleſs gazer's heart ; 
Dimples, where love conceal'd in ambuſh lay, 
To aim his arrows at the deſtin'd prey; 
And lips that promis d in each balmy kiſs 
. Luxurious harveſt of ambroſial lige 

Mufing ſhe fat, and watch d each riſing. grace 
That ſhed its luſt re o%cr her heav'nly face, 

Till lab'ring grief her anxious ſilence broke, 

And ſighing thus the lovely mourner ſpoke: 
Were charins like theſe by erring nature meant 
For ſober ſolitude and calm content ? 
Malt eyes fo bright be doom d to waſte their fires 
On hungry parſons and unfeeling {quires ; | 
Heav'n, whoſe decrees (if true what prieſts have taught) 
Are fram'd by juſtice and with wiſdom fraught, 
Sure re'er created ſuch a form as this 

For the dull purpoſe of domeſtic bliſs. 
Ah! no, theſe eyes were giv'n iu courts to ſhine ; 
Shall impious man then thwart the wiſe defign ? 
A ſhort-liv'd ſway of ſome few years at mot! 

Is all, alas! the brighteſt belle can boaſt 

Ere yet the haud of all-devouring time 

Lay waſte ker graces, and deſtroy her prime: 
By flow degrees the feels her pow'r decay, 

Rnd younger, beaut:cs bear the palm away. 
Whilit envious fate thus haſtens to deſtroy 
The fleeting period of all female joy, 
Shall barb'rous huſbands (whoſe tyrannic rage 
Nor pray'rs can mitigate, nor tears aſſuage 
E'en in thoſe years while youth and beauty bloom, 
To exile half her precious moments doom? 
She goes like ſome neglected flow'r to fade, 
And waſte her ſweetneſs in the lonely ſhade, 
Till winter (ſo the pitying gods decree) 
Returning ſets th? impatiept captive free: 
Then ſwift emerging from the dull retreat, 
To town ſhe flies, re crovds to meet; 
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Her happy hours glide on from morn to night, 
One ceaſeleſs round of exquiſite delight : 
Balls, op'ras, concerts, Al/macks, and Soho, 
By turns attended, various joys beſtow : _ 
E'en crouded routs, where dullneſs ever dwells, 
Can yield delight to faſhionable belles. | 
Old maids and prudes each night, to feed their ſpleen, 
There, ſeeking whom they may devour, are ſeen, . 
And, ſtill repining that they muſt be chaſte, 
Would mar thoſe pleaſures they're forbid to taſte ; 
With envious eyes the brilliant nymph they view, 
Whilft eager crouds where'er ſhe moves purſug. 

If to the play-houſe ſhe by chance repair, 

(Not oft frequented by the well-bred fair) 

When through the houſe a ſolemn ſilence reigns, 
Each boſom feeling what the actor feigns, 

E'en in the midſt of fome affecting part, 

That wakes each ſoft emotion of the heart, 

The doors fly open whilit the pit beneath 

Their diſcontent in ſullen murmurs breathe: 
Forward ſhe ſteps with graceful air, and ſpreads 

A blaze of beauty o'er their wond'ring heads: 
Pit, boxes, gall'ries, all at once concur, 
Forget the play, and fix their eyes on her. 


Scarce to the ftage ſhe turns her high - plum'd head, 
Or ſeems to mark one ſyllable that's ſaid/ 
But careleſs fits, and on her arm reclin'd 
Hears civil ſpeeches from the beaux behind; 

Or gently liſtens while ſome well-dreſs'd youth 
In whiſper'd accents vows eternal truth. ö 
Obedient ſtill to pleaſure's ſprightly call 

She quits the play, and ſeeks the livelier ball: 
Each white- glov'd beau with haſte his ſuit prefers, 
Preſents his hand, and humbly begs for hers. 

Well pleas'd ſhe hears the ſuppliant croud intreat, 
And feels the triumph of her charms complete. 
Should ſome bleft youth be to the reſt prefer'd, 
Whoſe vows in private are with favour heard, 
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As thr fough the dance 1 Seco eaſe ſhe moves, 


Their meeting hands expreſs their conſcious loves. 


Malicious eyes the lover s looks reſtrain, 
And cold diſcretion ſcalshis lips in vain ; 


The faithful hand can unobſerv'd impart 
The ſecret feelings of a tender heart: | 
And oh! what bliſs, when each alike is pl'eas'd! 
The hand that ſqueezes, and the hand that ſqueez'd, 
But whither, whither does my fancy roam; 
Ah! let me call the idle wand'rer home. 
Already Phebus, with unwelcome ray, 
Has chas'd, alas! the winter's fogs away; 
Through the fad town, at each deſerted door, 
Leſs frequent now the footman's thunders roar, 
And was ggons loading 3 in the duſty ſtreet, 


| Forebotle the horrors of a long retreat. 


Ve ſiſter ſuff' rers, who muſt ſoon or late 

All ſhare my forrows, and partake my fate, 
Who, when condemn'd theſe. bleſt abodes to quit, 
Like me may*weep, but muſt like me ſubmit, 
When, overcome by man's ſuperior force, 
Revenge i is ſtill the injur'd fair's reſoutce : 
Revenge at leaſt, may make our ſulPrings leſs, 
A huſband's anguiſh ſooths a wife's diſtreſs, 
When far from town, in ſome ſequeſter'd ſpot, 
You mourn the hardſhip of our ſex's lot, 

Ill humour, vapours, ſullenneſs, and ſpleen, 


May add freſh horrors to the gloomy ſcene, 


And make the tyrants who contrive your fate 
Partake the miſery themſelves create. 


If, preſs'd by cares, they need a friends relief, 
He all your ſtudy to augment their grief; 


If pleas d or gay, your utmoſt arts employ 
To ſink their pate and diſpel their | joy; 
Oppoſe their projects, croſs their fav'rite views, 
Their wiſhes fruſtrate, their requeſts refuſe; 
And make them feel that diſcontented wives 
Can prove the torment of their mund s lives. 
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With the new Edition of SHAKESPEARE. 


By the Right Hon. the Earl of CaRLisLE. 


P OTT of nature, thou whoſe boundleſs art 
Deſcrib d cach power that rules the throbbing 
heart, | 8 
Feign'd all that love, that glory e'er inſpir d, 
That warm'd a Romeo, or a Percy fir'd, 
In love's ſweet cauſe-be now thy magic try'd, 
And charm with future ſcenes my deſtin'd bride ! 
Lo! at thy call, fiends croſs the blaſted heath, 
And riſing ſpectres daunt the pale Macbeth, 
Who doom'd by guilt his anxious eye to caſt 
O er dim futurity's unravell'd waſte, 
On alien brows beheld his wreſted crown, | 
Deplor'd the paſt, and ſaw the future frown ! 
Oh, once again theſe wond'rous ſpells prepare, 
With milder viſions point th' embodied aur | 


E 
No more in ca ves Jet fires infernal plow, 
Nor call tliy phantoms from the world below. 
In Laura's ſight let Hymen's altar blaze, 
Let Cupids oh diffuſe its brighteſt rays, 
Let ſmiling hours in feſtive circles dance, 
And white-rob'd prielts to meet our ſteps advance ; 


In diſtant view be love's dear pledges ſhown, 
And allthe long ſucceſſion live our own ! 


So, round the favour'd tomb, thy hallow'd urn, 
May ev'ry muſe her veſtal incenſe burn! 
Still may thoſe laureat brows their honours wear, 
Secure from critics, envy, and Voltaire 

Still on the ſtage thou reard ſt may Garrick ſtand, 
For Shakeſpeare's lyre obeys no other hand! | 
Still ſleep thy page near Laura's pillow plac'd, 
And future comments grace thee like the laſt ! 


? 
— 
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The following 'LINES were widen upon 


Mas. C RE W N 


By the Honourable 


CHARLES JAMES FOX. 


HERE the lovelieſt expreſſion to features? 18 
join'd 

By nature's 3 delicate penci] deſign'd 3 
Where bluſhes unbidden, and ſmiles without art, 
Speak the ſoftneſs and feeling that dwell in the heart; 
Where in manners enchanting no blemiſh we trace, 
But the ſoul keeps the promiſe we had from the face 
Sure philoſophy, reaſon, and coldneſs muſt prove: 
Defences unequal to ſhield us from love: 5 
Then tell me, myſterious enchanter, oh tell! 
By what wonderful art, by what magical ſpell, 
My heart is ſo fenc'd that for once J am wiſe, 
And gaze without raptures on Amoret's eyes; 
That my wiſhes which never were bounded before, 


Are here bounded by friendſhip, and aſk for no mores. 
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Is't reaſon ? no; that my whole life will belye, 

For who ſo at variance as reaſon and I ? 

Is't ambition that fills up. each chink of my heart, 

Nor allows any ſofter ſenſation a part? 

Oh no! for in this all the world muſt agree, 

One folly was never ſufficient for me. 

Is my mind on diſtreſs too intenſely employ'd, 

Or by pleaſure relax'd, by variety cloy'd? 

For alike in this only, enjoyment and pain 

Both ſlacken the ſprings of thoſe nerves which they 
ſtrain, | 

That I've felt each reverſe that from fortune can flow, 

That I ve taſted each bliſs that the happieſt know, 

Has ſtill been the whimſical fate of my life, 

Where anguiſh and joy have been ever at ſtrife. 

But tho? vers d in th? extremes both of pleaſure and pain, 

T am ſtill but too ready to feel them again, 

If then for this once in my life J am free, 

And eſcape from a ſnare might catch wiſer than me; 

*Tis that beauty alone but imperfectly charms 

For tho? brightneſs may dazzle tis kindneſs that warms: 

As on ſuns in the winter with pleaſure we gaze, 

But feel not the warmth though their ſplendour we 
praiſe, 

So beauty our juſt admiration may claim, 


But love; and love only the heart can inflame, 
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To her Grace the 
DUCHESS or DEVONSHIRE, 


In anſiuer to all the abſurd and illiberal aſper- 
ions caſt on the faſhionable feathers by chur- 
liſh old women, ridiculous prudes, and bru- 


tiſh cenſors. 


I T is a feather :- this we all admit: 
But ſure each feather in your cap is wit: 
"Tis the beſt flight of genius—to improve 
The ſmiles of beauty and the bliſs of love. 

Like beams around the the ſun your feathers ſhine, 
And raiſe the ſplendor of your charms divine; 
Such plumes the worth of mighty conq'rors ſhow, 
For who can conquer hearts ſo well as you ? 
When on your head I ſee theſe flutt ring things, 

I think that Love is there, and claps his wings, 
Feathers he lp'd Jove to fan his am'rous flame; 
Cupid has feathers; angels wear the ſame. 

Since then from heav'n—its grigin we trace, 
Preſerve the faſhion—it becomes your Grace. 
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RHAPSODY n TAS T E, 


On ſeeing the Ducheſs of Devonſhire in full 
en > K 


4 


* 
* 
+ 


By LORD C 


69 thou goddeſs fair and free, 
Whom the meek nymph, Simplicity, 
To the ſon of Maia bore, - 


And nurs'd upon th' Athenian ſhore, 


Then to thy fire her charge reſign'd, 
Who to ſuch elegance of mind * 


Added, whatever poliſn'd eaſe 


Could give, and all the arts to plcaſe : 
Whether on Reynolds (bcauty's friend) 
Thou biddeſt every grace attend; _ 
Or ſmiling doſt in ſportive ſong 


Fail the great guelt of Kien- Long 2* 


Hither, various goddeſs, haſte, 
Boundleſs, inimitable taſte, ; 


— —— 
* 79 2* * 
by wi 


* Sir William Chambers. 
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And ſave thaſs charms from faſhion's tawdry reigm 

Which Nature gave to Dev'n, and gave in vain— 
From her cumbrous forehead tear 
The architecture of her hair, 

But leave one ſnow-white plume to ſhew 
It faintly mocks the neck below— 
Snatch from her lips th* immodeſt guile 
Of affectation's conſtant ſmile, 

And on her cheek replace the roſe, 

Which, pale and wan, no longer glows 
With all that beauty, youth, and To ove, 
Could copy from ſome ſaint above— 
Would ſhe promiſe real bliſs, 

Bid her ſeem but what ſhe is: 
Or, if lovelier ſtill ſne'd be, 
From Granby learn to worſhip thee. 
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E W W OR 
< Written it the Garden of a Friend. 
By W. Mas ON, A. M. 


* 

* HILF o'er my head this laurel-woven bow'r 
4 Its arch of glittering verdure wildly flings, 
Can fancy flumber ? can the tuneful pow'r, _ 


That rules my lyre, negle& her wonted rings? _ 


1 


No; if the blightning Eaſt deform'd the plain, 
If this gay bank no balmly ſweets exhal'd, 

Still ſhould the the grove re- echo to my ſtrain, 
And friendſhip prompt the thems, where beauty 


fai d. 


For he, whoſe careleſs art this * dreſt, 
Who bad theſe twining braids of woodbi ne bend, | 
He firſt with truth and virtue taught my breaſt - 
Where beſt to chuſe, and beſt to fix a friend. 
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How well does mem'ry note the golden day, 
What time reclin'd in Marg'ret's ſtudious glade, 
My mimic reed firſt tun'd the * Dorian lay, — 
% Unſeen, unheard, beneath an hawthorn ſhade !”» & 


?T was there we met: the muſes hail'd the hour; 
The ſame deſires, the ſame ingenius arts 
Inſpir'd us both: we own'd and bleſs'd the pow'r 
That join'd at once our ſtudies and our hearts. 


O! ſince thoſe days, when ſcience ſpread the feaſt, 
When emulative youth its 1eliſh lent, | 

Say has one genuine joy e'er warm'd my breaſt? 
Enough: if joy was his, be mine content. 


To thirſt ſor praiſe his temperate youth forbore 
He fondly wiſh'd not for a poet's name; 

Much did he love the muſe, but quiet more, 
And, tho' he might command, he lighted fame. 


Hither in manhood's prime he wiſely fled 
From all that folly, all that pride approves ; 

Jo this ſoft ſcene a tender partner led; 
This laurel ſhade was witneſs to their loves. 


e Degone (he cry'd) ambition's air-drawn plan; 

85 Wo with perplexing pomp's unwieldy wealth: 
„Lat me not ſeem, but be the happy man, 

fPoſſeſt of love, of competence, and health.“ 


Smiling he ſpake, nor did the fates withſtand ; 
In rural arts the peaceful moments flew : 
Say, loyely lawn! that felt his forming hand, 
"How ſoon thy ſurface ſhone with verdure new: 


— 
a 


— * — 


„Muſceus, the firſt poem which the author pib-' | 
liſhed, written while.-he was.a-ſcholar of St. oollege in 
Cambridge. | | nas Wy 
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How ſoon obedient Flom brought her ſtorez 
And o'er thy breaſt a ſhower of fragrance lung: 
Vertumus came; his earlieſt blooms he bore, 


And thy rich des with waving purple hung: 


Then to the fight he call'd yon ſtately ſpire, 
He pierc'd th* oppoſing oak's luxuriant fhade. 
Bad yonder crouding hawthorns low retire, 
Nor veil the glories of the golden mead, 


Hail, ſylvan wonders, hail ! and hail: the hand 
Whoſe native taſte thy native charms play's, 
And taught one little aere to command 
Each envied happineſs of ſcene and ſhade. 


Is there a hill, whoſe diſtant azure bowids.. ** : 
The ample range of Scarſdale's proud domain, 
A mountain hoar, that yon' wild peak ſurrounds, 
But lends a willing beauty to thy plain? 


And, lo! in yorder, path, I fo my ann 3 
He looks the guardian genius of the grove, R 
Mild + as the tabled form that whilom deign'd, 
At Milton's call, in Hartfield's haunts to rove. 


Blefs'd ſpirit, come tho?,pent in mortal mould, 
I'll yet invoke thee by that purer name; 

O come, a portion of thy bliſs unfold, _ 
From folly's maze my wayward fleps reclaim, 5; 


all , * 


- — 1 
— 


r 


+ See the Aiden of the Genius of _ Woe 


in Milton's Arcades, 
For know by lot, from Jove I am the power 


Of this fair wood. and live in oaken bower; 


To nurſe the ſaplings tall, and curl the grove 
Wah ringlets quaint, Ke. 


Aa 3 
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Too long, alas! my inexperienc'd -youth, 
Miſled by flatt'ring fortune's ſpecious tale, 
Has left the rural reign of peace and truth, 
The n brook, cool cave, and whiſp' ring. abe. 


Won to the world, a candidate for proiſe, 
| Yet, Jet me boaſt, by no ignoble art, 
Too oft the public ear has heard my lays, 
Too mock its vain applauſe has touch'd my heart : 


But now e'er cuſtom binds his powerful chaing, 
Come from the baſe enchanter ſet me free, 

While yet my ſoul its firit beſt taſte retains, 
Recall that ſoul to reaſon, peace, and thee. 55 


Teach me, like thee, to muſe on nature's page, 
To mark each wonder in creation's plan, 
Each mode of being trace, and humbly ſage, 
Deduce from thele the genuine powers of man. 


Of man, while CET with reaſon's purer ray, 
No tool of policy, no dope to pride; 

Before vain fcience led his taſte aſtray; 6 
When conſcience was his law, and God his guide. 


This let me learn, and learning let me live 
The · leſſen o'er. From that great guide of truth 
O may my ſuppliant ſoul the boon receive 


To tread thro' age the n of wy youth. 


Written in 1 758. 
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MEDITATION: 


„ 


By H UG RH Y LTD 


RAP T in the ſhade where Meditation ies, 
And holds a mental intercourſe above; 
Come, Truth, and teach a boſom to be wiſe, 
Which mourn'd too long ſor dun love. 


W has art thou—wond'rous impulſe of deſire, 
* Which blooming hope ſo pleaſingly has dreſt? 
Or whence proceeds th' involontary fire ; 


Which burns fo ficrcely in the human breaft.? 


Sweet inconſiſtent e of the ſky, 
The latent cauſe in tenderneſs declare; 
Nor force the heart eternally to ſigh, 


And yet conceive the motive ef deſpaix. 


j 
- 


If Mira's face in every charm is dreſt, 
Why am I doom'd inceſſantly to pine? - 
Or ſhall the coldneſs of another's. breaſt, 
Create a ſharp anxiety in mine? 


Alas! ſince being ſmil'd upon the morn, 
And nature ſaw how excellent it roſe ; 
hy race, O man, ta miſery was born, 
And doom'd to bear probationary. woes. 


- 


Too eaſy nature, indolently kind, 

From fate's ſevere reſtrictions to depart, 
Gave man a paſſive tenderneſs of mind, 

And beauty's ſole dominion o'er the heart. 


But yet the pang of never hoping love, 
To time's laſt moments deftin'd to conceal ; 
Is not the only ſorrow we ruſt prove, | 
The only ſorrow we are doom'd to feel. 


A latent train of hydra- headed woes, 
From life each dearer benefit has flole ; 


Deftroy'd the ſmalleſt, glimmer of repoſe, 
And damp'd the choiceſt bleſſings of the ſoul. 


, 
Perhaps, e'en now, ſome high diſtinguiſh'd name, 
Rais d vp to grandeur, and enrich'd by place, 
Starts from ſome new imaginary ſhame, _ 
Or only ſlumbers to a freſh diſgrace. 


- Perhaps, now tortur'd on imperial down, 
Some ſcepter'd mourner languiſhes his hour; 
And ſinks beneath the burthen of a crown, 
The {ſlave of greatneſs, and the wretch of pow'r, 
3 ( 


275 J 


Some m. Kar- d youth, whoſe melancholy moan 
As vainly ſounded in unpitying ears; | 
Now weeps, perhaps, in biltcrnels alone, 
And gives a laviſh freedom to his tears. 


— 


Science, which left him poliſh'd and refin'd, ... 
Has giv'n a new occaſion to complain; 

And knowledge only has enlarg'd his mind, 
To make it more ſufceptible of pain. 


No hand, alas! its kind aſſiſtance lends, 
To drive 'misfortune from his lowly door; 

For when, O when, did wretchedneſs make friends! 
Or who will ſeek acquaintaince with the poor ? 


Perhaps Tome virgin is this moment led, 

All ficklied over with dejected charms, 

Compell'd to Janguith in a hated bed, 
And ſeem quite happy in detefted arms. 


Wedded to anguiſh and repining care, 
Yet bound to wear no ſorrow in her eye; 
And tho' condemn'd for ever to deſpair, 


Deny'd the humble privilege to figh. 


How dread a picture meditation brings 
Of life's unceafing wretchedneſs below! EA 

Where the long chain and ordinance of things 
Appear ſo fraught with miſery and woe. i 


Yet reſt, my ſoul, ſubmiſſively, O reſt, 
Nor think that virtue has been treated hard : 
This world was made to prove it in the br eaſt, a — 
And not alone intended to reward. , 8 


The great firſt cauſe, all-gracious, has deſign 
His ck 9 tor a world of hy 4 
To crown a moral rectitude of mind, 
And bleſs obedient righteouſneſs i in this. | 


Whatever ills i in this uncertain ſtate, 
Lamenting man may frequently have known, 
Spring from no wiſh or negligence of fate, 

But ſome unhappy error 1 his own. 


Then all reſign'd, 0 let him pour his heart! 
And kiſs the ſharp, but ſalutary rod! | 

Nor, tho' condemned in bitterneſs to ſmart, 
Preſume to throw the _ ow his _ 


1 2 9 


» 


The Death of 
& I. 1 


An African Slave, condemned For: Rebellion, 


in Jamaica, 1762. 


i 


By Bxyant EDwAR DS, EsQ:: | of Jamaica. 


. 
x 
* - ** * 
* 


2s paſt :—Ah! calm thy * cares to reſt? 

Firm and unmov'd am I':=— _ | 
In freedom's cauſe I barr'd my breaflg—— 

In freedom's cauſe I die. 


Ah ſtop ! ! thou doſt me fatal 58 n 1 
Nature will yet rebel; Tas 

For I have lov'd the ver ry long,” l 14417 

And lov'd thee very yt! it By A2 8 10 


To native ſkies and peaceful 8 
I ſoon ſhall wing my way; 

Where joy ſhall lead the circling hours, a+.#.v | 
Unleſs too long thy ſtay. ' - ob ERA 


PPE MEN o 
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3 He 3 is fappoſed to addreſs his wife at the 8 of 
execution, 


[- 2 


© ſpeed, Fain ſun ! thy courſe divine; 

My Abala remove ; 

There thy bright beams ſhall e ever ſhine, 
And Ifor ever love: | 


r On thoſe bleſt ſhores—a ſlave no more! 
In peaceful caſe Ill ſtray; 
a. Or rouſe to chaſe the mountain 3 
As unconfin'd as ny 


No chriſtian tyrant there 8 bat 
To mark his ſteps with blood, 
Nor ſable mis'ry's piercing moan 


Reſounds through ev'ry wood ! 


Yet L have heard the melting ton we; 
Have ſeen the falling tear; 

Known the good heart by pity wrung, 
Ah!] that ſuch hearts are rare ! H 


Now! Chriſtian, glut thy raviſh'd eyes ' z | 


II reach the joyful hour; 
Now bid the ſcorching flames ariſe, 


And theſe poor limbs de vou: 


But, know, pale tyrant, tis not thine 2 


Eternal war to wage; 


The death thou giv'ſt ſhall but combine 


To mock thy baffled rage. 


O death, how welcome to th' _ 12 
Thy kind embrace I cra ve! 
Thou bring | to mis'ry*s' boſom del 
And freedom to the ave ! 5 


* * 
82 
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A 
M GO N W © 
To THE MEMORY % 
LADY CTCICCLEETR 
BY LORD EXYTTLETON 
Io cava ſolant egrum teftudine amorem, 


Te dulcis conjux, te folo in littore ſecum. 
Te veniente die, te decedente canebat, 


g fi | 
T length eſcap'd from every human eye, 
From every duty, every care LE 
That in my mournful thoughts might claim a ſhare, | 
Or force my tears their flowing ſtream to dry, 
Beneath the gloom of this embow'ring ſhade, 
This lone retreat, for tender ſorrow made, 
I now may give wy burthen'd heart relief, 
And pour fourth all my ſtores of grief, 
| | B b 


hey 
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Sf grief ſarpaiſing every other woc, 

Far as the purelt bliſs, the happieſt love 
Can on th? ennobled mind beſtow, 

Exceeds the vulgar joys that move 
Our groſs deſires, inclegant and low. 


x £ . - : IT. | 
Ye tufted groves, ye gently falling rills, 
Ye high o'erſhading hills, 
Ye lawns gay-ſmiling with eternal green, 
Ott have yon my Lucy ſeen! 
But never ſhall you now behold her more: 
Nor will ſhe now with fond delight 
And taſte refin'd your rural charms ew. 
Clos'd are thoſe beauteous eyes in endleſs night, 
Thoſe beanteous eyes where beaming us'd to ſhine 
Reaſon's pure light, and Virtue's ſpark divine. 


| 1 n 
Oft would Dyrads of theſe woods rejoice 
To hear her heavenly voice, 
For her deſpiſing, when ſhe deign'd to ſing, 
The ſweetelt ſongſters of the ſpring : 
The woodlark and the linet pleas'd no more; 
The nightingale was mute, 
And every ſhepherd's flute 
Was caſt in filent ſcorn away, 
While all attended to her ſweeter lay. 
Ye Jarks and lianets now reſume your ſong, 
And thou, melodious Philomel, 
Again thy plaintive ſtory tell, 
For death bas ftop'd that tuneful tongue, 
Whoſe muſic could alone your warbling notes excel. 


IV 
In vain I look around 
O'er all the well-known ground 


My Lucy's wonted footſteps to deſcry ; 
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Where oft we us'd to walk 
Where oft in tender talk f 
We ſaw the ſummer fun go down the r; * 
Nor by you fountain's fide, 
Nor where its waters glide 
Along the valley, can ſhe now be found : 
La ail the wide-Hretch'd proſpect's ample bound 
No more my mournful eye 
Can avght of her eſpy, 
But the ſad ſacr red earth where her dear relics lie. 


, 


4 — - 
. * 1 ˖ 
* _— 
y * 


O ſhades of H—y, where is now x your boaſt 72 
Your bright inhabitant is loft. | 
You ſhe preferr'd to all the gay reſorts 
Where female vanity might with to ſhine, © 
The pomp of citics and "the pride of courts. 
Her modeſt beauties ſhiun d the public eye: 
To your ſequeſter'd dales 
And flow'r-embroider'd vales 
From an admiring world ſhe choſe to fiy ; 
With nature there retir'd, and Nature's Gop, 
| The filent paths of wiſdom trod, 
And baniſh'd every pafiton from her Dread, 
But thoſe, the gentle and the beſt, 
Whoſe holy flames with energy divine 
3H ie virtuous heart enliven and improve, 
he conjugal, and the maternal love, 


VI. 


Sweet babes, who, like the little playful fawns, 
Were wont to trip along theſe verdaut lawns 
By your delighted mother's ſide, 
Who now your infant ſteps ſhall guide d ? 
Ah! where is now the hand whoſe tender care 
To every virtue would have for m'd your Youth, 
And ſtrew'd with flow'rs the t horney weys cf Truth ? 
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O loſs beyond repair! 

O wretched Father left alone 
To weep their dire misfortune, and thy own ! 
How ſhall thy weaken'd mind, oppreſs'd with woe, 

And drooping o'er thy Lucy's grave, 
Perform the duties that you doubly owe, 

Now ſhe, alas! is gone, | 

From folly, and from vice, their helpleſs age to fave ? 


VII. 


Where were ye, Muſes, when relentleſs Fate 
From theſe fond arms your fair diſciple tore, 
From theſe fond arms that vainly ſtrove 
With hapleſs ineffectual Love 
To guard her boſom from the mortal blow ? 
Could not your fav'rite pow'r, Aonion maids, 
Could not, alas! your pow 'r rolong her date, 
For whom ſq oft in n an. ſhades, * 
Or under Campden's moſs:clad mountains hoar, 
You open'd all your ſacred ſtore, 
Whate'er your ancient ſages taught, 
Your ancient bards ſublimely thought, 


Aud bade her raptur'd breaſt with all your ſpirit glow? 
FI; 


Nor then did - indus? or Caſtalia's plein, 

Or Aganippe's lount your fteps detain, 

Nor in the Theſpain valiies did you play; 
Nor then on (a) Mincio's bank 
Beſet with oſiers dank, 


” - 
— 2 = _ — — —_ — — 
- 


Virgil. 


— 


(4) The Mincio runs by Mantus, the birth-place f 
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Nor where (5) Clitumnus rolls his gentle fireamy. 
Nor where through hanging woods # 
Steep (c] Anio pours his floods, | 
Nor yet where (4) Meles, or (e) Iliſſus ſtray. 
I does it now beſeem, 
That, of your guardian care bereft, 
To dire diſeaſe and death your darling ſhould be left. 


IX. 7 


Now what avails it that in early bloom, 
When light fantaftic toys 
Are all her ſex's joys, | 
With you ſhe ſearch'd the wit of Greece and Rome? 
And all that in her latter days 5 
To emulate her ancient praiſe 
Italia's happy genius could produce; 
Or what the gallic fire 
Bright ſparkling could inſpire ; 
Py all the Graces temper'd and refin'd ; 
| Or what in Britain's-ifle - 
_ Moſt favour'd with your ſmile, 
The pow'rs of reaſon and of fancy join'd 
To full perfection have conſpir'd to raiſe ? 


—— 


_ 
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(5) The Clitumnus is a river of Umbria, the reſi- 
dence of Propertius. 


(c) The Anio runs through Tibur or Tivoli, where 
Horace had a villa. DE 
(4) The Meles is a river of Tonia, from whence 

Homer, ſuppoſed to be born on its banks, 1s called 
Meliſigenes. | 


(e) The Iliſſus is a river at Athens. 
„„ 


t a 


„Ah! what is now the uſe 
Of all theſe treaſures that enrich'd her ind; 
To black oblivion's gloom for ever now conſign 'd? | 


_ W EY | 
At leaſt ye Nine, her ſpotleſs name 


Tis yours from death to ſave, 

And in the temple of immortal Fame 

With golden character's her worth engrave. 
Come then, ye virgin ſiſters, come, 

And ſtrew with choiceſt flow'rs her hallow'd tomb. 
But foremoſt thou. in fable veſtment clad, 
| With accents ſweet and ſad, 

Thou, plaintive Muſe, whom o'er his Laura's urn 

Unhappy Petrarch call'd to mourn. 
O come, and to this fairer Laura pay 
A more impaſſion d tear, a more pathetic aye 


XI. 
Tell how each beauty of her mind and face 
Was brighten d by ſome ſweet, peculiar grace! 
How eloquent in every look 
Through her expreſſive eyes her ſoul diſtinctly ſpoke ! 
Tell how her manners by the world reftin'd 
Left all the-taint of modiſh vice behind. 
And made each charm of poliſh'd courts agree 
With candid Truth's ſimplicity, 
And uncorrupted Innocence | 
Tell how to more than manly ſenſe 
She join'd the ſoft*ning influence 
Of more than female tenderneſs : 
How in the thoughtleſs days of wealth and joy, 
Which oft the care of others? good deſtroy, 
Her kindly- melting keart, 
To every want, and every woe, 
To guilt itſelf when 1 in dittreſs, 
The balm of pity would impart, 
And all relief that bounty could beſtow! 


% 
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Ev*n for the kid or lamb that pour'd its life 
Beneath the bloody knife, 
Her pentle tears would fall, Ys 
Tears from {weet Virtue's ſource, benevolent to all. 


XII. 
Not only good and kind, 


But ftrong and elevated was het mind : 
A ſpirit that with noble pride 
Could look ſuperiar down 
On Fortune's ſmiles or frown ; 

That could without regret or pain 
To Vutue's loweſt duty ſacrifice 
Or int ' reſt or ambition's higheſt prize: 
That injur'd or offended never try'd 
Its dignity by vengeance to maintain f 

But by magnanimous diſdain. 

A wit that temperately bright, 

With inoffenſive light 

All pleaſing ſhone, nor ever paſt 
The decent boonds that wiſdom's ſober hand, 
And ſweet Benevolence's mild command, 
And baſhful Modeſty before it caſt. 
A prudence undeceiving, undecerv'd, 
That nor too little, nor too much believ'd, 
That ſcorn'd unjuſt Suſpicion's coward fear, 
And without weakneſs knew to be fincere. 
Such Lucy was, when 1n her faireft days, 
Amidf the acclaim of univerſal] praiſe, 

In life's and glory's freſheſt boom 

Death came remorſeleſs on, and ſunk ker to the tomb. 


XIII. 


So where the ſilent ſtreams of Liris glide, 

In the ſoft boſom of Campania's vale, 

When now the wintry tempeſts all are fled, 

And genial Summer breathes her gentle gale, 
The verdant orange lifts its beautcous head : 
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From every branch the balmy flow'rets e 

On every bough the golden fruits are ſeen; 
With odoms ſweet it fills the ſmiling ſcies, 

The wood-nymphs tend it, and th“ Idalian queen: 

But in the midſt of all its blooming pride 

A ſudden blaſt from Appeninus blows, 

Cold with perpetual faows : 
The tender blighted. plant ſhrinks 155 its $ leaves, and 
mes. | 


XIV. 


Ariſe, O Petrarch, from th' Elyſian bow'rs, 

With never-Fadin g myrtles twin'd, 

And fragrant with ambroſia al * 
Where to thy Laura thou again art join'd ; 
Ariſe, and hither bring the filver lyre, 

Tun'd by thy {kilful hand, 
To the ſoft notes of elegant defire, 
g With which o'er many a land 
Was ſpread the fame of thy diſaſtrous love; 

* To me refign the vocal ſhell ; 

And teach my forrows to late 

Their melancholy tale ſo well, 

| As may ev'n things inanimate, 
Rough mountain oaks, and deſart rocks, to pity move. 


4 


XV. 


What were, alas! thy woes compar'd to mine ? 
To thee thy miſtreſs in the blifsfu] band 
Of Hymen never gave her hand? 
The joys of wedded love were never thine. 
1n thy domeſtic care 
She never bore a ſhare, 
Nor with endearing art, 
Would heal thy wounded heart 
Of every ſecret grief that feſter'd there: 
Nor did her fond affection on the bed 
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Of fickneſs watch thee, and thy languid head 
| Whole nights on her unwearied arm ſuſtain, 
And charm away the ſenſe of pain: 
Nor did ſhe crown your mutual flame 
With pledges dear, and with a father's tender name. 


; XVI. _ a k 


O beft of wives! O dearer far to me 
Than when thy virgin charms 
Were yielded to my arms, 
How can my ſoul endure the loſs of thee ? 
How in the world, to me a defart grown, 
Abandon'd, and alone, 
Without my ſweet companion can I live ? 
Without thy lovely ſmile, 
The dear reward of every virtuous toil, _ 
What pleaſures now can pall'd Ambition give ? 
Ev'n the delightful ſenſe of well- earn d praiſe, 
Unſhar'd ay thee, no more my lifeleſs thoughts could 
rale. | 


XVII. 


For my diſtracted mind. 

What ſnccour can I find ? 
On whom for conſolation ſhall I call ?. 

Support me, every friend, 

Your kind aſſiſtance lend 
To bear the weight of this oppreſſive woe, 

Alas! each friend of mine, 
My dear departed love, ſo much was thine, 
That none has any comfort to beſtow. a 

My books, thy beſt relief 

In every other grief, jo 
Are now with your idea ſadden'd all: 
Each fav'rite author we together read | : 

My * wounds, and ſpeaks of Lucy 


1 
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We were the happieſt pair of human kind? 
Ihe rolling year its varying courſe perform 4 
And back return'd again; 
Another and another ſmiling came, 
And ſaw our happineſs unclang'd remain; 
Still in her golden chain 
Harmonious Concord did our wiſhes bind : 
Our itudies, pleaſures, tafte, the ſame. 
O fatal, fatal ftroke, 
| That all this pleafing fabric Love 255 rais'd 
Of rare felicity, 9 
On which ev 'n wanton Vice with envy gaz'd, 
And every ſcheme of bliſs our hearts had form 
With ſoothing hope, for many a future day, 
In one ſad moment broke 
Yet, O my ſoul, thy riſing murmurs ſtay, 
Nor dare th all wiſe Diſpoſer to arraign, 
8 Or againſt his ſupreme decree 
With imptous grief complain. | 
That all thy full-blown joys at once ſhould fade | 
Was his moſt righteous will, and be that will obey'd. 


XIX. 


Would thy fond love his grace to ner controu},,/ 
And in theſe low abodes of fin and pain 
| Her pure, exalted ſoul 
Uajuſtly for thy partial good detain? 
 No—rather ſtrive thy grov'ling mind to raiſe 
. Upto that unclouded blaze, 
That heav'nly radiance of eternal light. 
In which enthron'd ſhe now with pity ſees 
How frail, how inſecure, how flight, 
Is every mortal bliis; 
Es'n love itſelf if riſing by degrees 
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Beyond the bounds of this imperfect ſtate, 
Whoſe ſleeting joys ſo ſoon mult end, 
It does not to its ſov reign Good aſcend, 

Riſe then, my ſonl, with hope elate, 
And ſeek thoſe regions of ſerene delight, 
Whoſe peaceful path and ever open gate 
Nor feet but thoſe of harden'd Guilt ſhall miſs. 
There death himſelf thy Lucy,ſhall reſtore 

There * up all his pow'r e'er to divide ꝓou more. 
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KNOW YOURSELF. 


By Dr. ARBUTHNOT.. 


W HAT am 1? Eo produc'd ; and for ub 
| end ? 


 Whence drew I being? to what cvried tend ? 
Am I th' abandon'd orphan of blind chance, 
Dropt by wild atoms in diforder'd dance? 
Or from an endleſs chain of cauſes wrought, 
And of unthinking ſubſtance bora with thought ? 
By motion 3 without a cauſe, 
Supremely wiſe, without deſign or laws? 
Am I but what I ſeem mere fleſh and blood; 
A branching channel, with a mazy flood? _ 
The purple ſtream that through my veſſel glides, 
Dull and unconſcious flows, like common tides : 
The pipes through which the circling jucies ſtray, 
Are not that thinking 1, no more than they : | 
This frame compacted with tranſcendant ſkill, 
Of moving joints obedient to my will, 

8 &e 
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Nurs'd from the fruit ful . like yonder tree, 
Waxes and waſtes ; I call it mine, not nme. 
New matter ill the mould'ring maſs Tuſtaing, © . 
The manſion chang'd, the tenant» till remains; 
And from the fleeting ſtream repair'd by food, 
Diſtinct, as is the ſwimmer from the flood. 
What am I then ? ſure, of a nobler birth, 
By parents right, I own as mother, earth; 
But claim ſuperior lineage by my Sire,  _ 
Who Warm dh? unthink ing cled with eawnly fr; 
Eſſence divine, with lifeleſs clay allay'd 
N By double nature double inſtinct ſway'd : 
With look ere&, I dart my longing eye, 
Seem wing'd to part, and gain my native ſky; _ 
I ftrive to mount, but ſtrive, alas! in vain, © © 
Ty d to this maſſy globe with magic chain. 
Now with ſwift thought I range 3 pole to pole, 
View worlds around their flaming concerts roll: 
What ſteady powers their endleſs motions guide, 
Through the ſame trackleſs paths of boundleſs void! 
I trace the blazing comet's fiery tal, 
And weigh the whirling plannets in a'ſcale: 
"Theſe godlike thoughts while eager I purſue, - 


Some glittering trifle? offer'd'to my view, 
A guat, an inſect, of the meaneſt Kind, 
Eraſe the new-born image from my mind! 
E _ Some beaſtly want, craving, importunate, 
Vile as the grinning maſtiff at my gate, 
k Calls off from heavnly truth this reas' ning me, 
> And tells me, I'm a brate as much as he. ̃ 
If on ſublimer wiugs of love and praiſe, 
My ſout above the tary vault T raiſe, 
Lur d by ſome vain cönceit, or ſhameful luſt, 
I flag, I drop, and flutter in the duſt. Te: 
The tow'ring lark thus from her lofty ſtrain, 
| Stoops to an emmet, or a barly grain. 
By adverſe guſts of jarring inflin&s toſt, 
I rove to one, now to the other coait ; 


— 
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To bt, unktown' my lofty foul aſpires, . 7 
My, lot unequal to my vaſt defires. e 
As mongſt the hinds a child of royal birth | fs 


Finds his high pedigree by conſcious worth; 
So man, amongſt his fellow brutes expos'd, 
Sees he's a king, but 'tis a king depos'd. 
Pity him, -beafts ! you by no law confin; d. : 
Are barr'd from devions paths by being blind ; +, 
Whilſt man, through op'ning views of various ways 2 
Confounded, by the aid of knowled * ſtrays; 

Too weak to chooſe, yet cho6fing ill in Lite, 
One moment gives the'pſeature and diſtaſte: 
Bilk'd by paſt minutes, while the preſent cloy, 
The flat t' ring future ſtill muſt give tlie joy: 
Not happy, but amus d upon the road, 
And (like you) thoughtleſs of his laſt abods, 
Whether next fun his being ſhall refrain F 
To . Er En or & 8 og 


— 


Ar ound me, lo! the thi: PT Hs Wh ug! ey s erew, 
Bewilder'd each) their diff” rent paths purſue; 
them J aſk the way; the firſt replies 

Thou art a god; and ſends me to the ies: \ 
Nown on the turf; the hexty thou two-legg' 'd beaſt, - 
There fix the lot, thy blifs and endlefsret : 
Between theſe wide extremes the Jergth'ts. "I 
| I find b too little or too much. 1 


— 


E FFF 

„ Almighty Pon * * e maſt «viſe emmand, 
ec Heolplefs, forloru, uncertain here I ſtand 
«© Take this faint glimgering of thyſelf auß, Shs 
Or break into my ſoul with perfed day!“ 
This ſaid, expanded lay the ſacred text, 
The balm, the light, the guide of ſouls perplex d. 
* Thos the benighted traveller that r 
Through doubtful paths, enjoys the morning rays 
The nightly miſt, and thick deſcending dew, 
Parting, unfold the fields, and vaulted blue. 


A 


— 
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«:O Truth divine! enlighten'd by thy ray. 

J grope and gueſs no more, but fee my way; 
« Thou clear'dſt the ſecret of my high deſcent, 
«* And told me what thoſe myſtic . 0 meant; 
«© Marks of my birth, which TI had worn in INE 


% Too hard for worldly ſages to explain. 


« Zeno's were vain, vain Epicurus' {chemes, 
« Their ſyſtems falſe, deluſive were their dreams: 

% UnſkilPd my two-fold nature to divide, 

% One nur'd my pleaſure, and one nurs'd my pride; 
« Thoſe jarring truths, which human art beguile, 


«© Thy ſacred page thus bids me reconcile.” 


What thou once wert, art now, and ſtill may be, 
Thy God alone can tell, alone decree; 3 

Faultleſs thou drop'dit from his unertin Kill 
With the bare pow'r to ſin, ſince free of will: 
Vet charge not with thy ovilt his bounteous love, 
For who has power to walk, has pow'r to rove: 
Who acts by force impeli'd; can nought deſerve ; 
And wildom fort of infinite may ſwerve. 

Porne en thy new- imp'd wings, thou took'ſt thy flight; 
Left thy Creator, and the realms of = 
Diſdain'd his gentle precept to fulki ; 

And thougbt to grow A god by doing ill: 
Though by foul guilt thy heavenly form dc fac'd, 
In nature chang d, from happy manſions chas d, 
Thou ſtill retain'ſt, ſome [parks of heav'nly hire, 
Too faint to mount, yet reſtleſs too aſpire; 
Angel enough to ſeek thy bliſs again, 


Offspring of God, no leſs thy pedigree, 


And brutc enough to make thy "Ma of in vain. 


The creatures now withdraw their Kindly uſe, 
Some fly thee, ſome torment, and ſome ſeduce 
Repaſt ill ſuited to ſuch difPrent gueſs, 

For what thy ſenſe defires, thy ſoul diſtaſtes 3 ; 
Thy luſt, thy enriofity, thy pride, | 
Curb's, or deferr d. or balk” 4, or 2 y d. 


7 . 


Rage on, and make thee equally unbleſs'd, 

In what thou want ſt and what thou haſt poſſeſs'd. 
In vain, thou hop'ſt for bliſs on this poor clod. 
Return, and ſeek thy Father, and thy Gd. 
Yet think not to regain thy native ſcy, 
Borne on the wings of vain hileſophyßyß; 
Myſterious paſſage ! hid from human eyes; f 
Soaring you'll ſink, and ſinking you will riſe : * 


at, ; 2 


We f _ a” 9 3 | 
Let humble thoughts thy wary footſteps guide, 
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ODER To EVENING. 


By Mr. W. C O L L INS. 


* aught of oaten ſtop, or paſtoral ſong, 
1 May hope, chaſte Eve, to ſooth thy modeſt ear, 
Like thy own ſolemn ſprings, 
Thy fprings, and dying gales, 
O Nymen referv'd, while now the bright-hair'd ſun 
Sits on yon weſtern tent, whoſe cloudy ſkirts 
5 With brede etherial wove, | 
O'erhang his wavy bed-: 
Now air is huſh'd, fave where the weak-ey'd bat, 
With ſhort ſhrill hrieks flits by on leathern wing, 
Or where the beetle winds 
| His ſmall but ſullen horn, 
As oft he rifes *midit the twilight path, 
Againſt the pilgrim borne in heedleſs hum. 
Now teach me, maid compos'd, 
To breathe iome ſoften'd ſtrain, 
Whoſe numbers ſtealing through thy. dark*ning vals, 
May not unſeemly with its ft illneſs ſuit, 
: As muſing flow, I hail 
Thy genial lov'd return! 
For when thy folding ſtar ariſing ſhews 
His paly circlet, at his warning lamp 
The fragrant Hours, and Elves 
Who flept in flow rs the day, 
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Amd many a Nymph who wreaths her brows with ſedge, 
And ſheds the freſh'ning dew, and lovelier ſtill, 
The Pexns1ve PLEASURE ſweet 
Prepare thy ſhawdowy car. £19 
Then lead calm Vot'reſs, where ſome ſheety lake 
Cheers the lone heath, or ſome time-hallow'd pile, 
| Or up-land fallows grey 
Reflects its laſt cool gleam. 
But when chill bluſt' ring winds, or driving rain, 
Forbid my willing feet, be mine the hut, 
Phat from the mountain's fide, 
Vieus wilds and ſwelling floods, 
And hamlets brown, and dim-difcover'd ſpires, 
And hears their ſimple bell, and marks o'er all 
Thy dewy fingers draw 
The gradual duſky veil. 
While Spring ſhall pour his ſhow'rs, as oft he wont, 
And bathe thy breathing treſſes. meekeſt Eve 
While ſummer loves to ſport 
Beneath thy ling'ring light; 
While fallow Autumn fills thy lap with leaves; 
Or Winter, yeliing through the troublous air, 
Aſirights thy ſhrinking train, | 
And rudely rends thy robes ; 
Zo long, ſure-found beneath the Sylvan ſhed, 
Shall Fancy, FarrexnDsnie, SC1ENCE, roſe lip'd 
HeALTHn, | 
Thy gentle! inffuence own, 
And hyma thy fav'rite name! 


While Reaſon undiftarb*'d afferts her ſway, 
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And Life's dęceitful colours fade ara; OL. 
To thee? all conferous prefence ? I devote Wm 
This peaceful interval of ſober thought... 
Here all my better facitie coifive,, 1 2 * 
And be this hour of ſatréd ſflence thine. . 
If by the day iH fcenes miſled, | "_ 

My erring ſoul from Virkue's path has Mapa: mg 
Snar'd by example, or by "aſton warm es  -- 
Some falfe delight my giddy ſenſe has charm'd : 

My calmer thouguts the wretched choice reproves, 
And my beſt hopes are center'd in thy love. 
Depriv'd of this, can life one joy afford! 

Its utmoſt. boaſt a vain unmeauing word. | 

But ah! how oft my lawleſs paſſions rove, 

And break thoſe awful precepts I approve ! 
Purſue the fatal impulſe I abhor, 

And violate the Virtue I adore ! 

Oft' when thy better ſpirit's guardian care 
Warn'd my fond ſoul to ſhun the tempting ſnare, 
My born will his gentle aid repreſt, 

Aud check'd the ring Goodneſs in my breaſt, „ 
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Mad with vain hopes, or urg'd by falſe deſires, 
Still'd his ſoft voice, and quench'd his ſacred fires, 
With grief oppreſt, and proſt rate in the duſt, 
Should | thou condemn, I own the ſentence juſt. 

But oh! thy ſofter titles let me claim, 
And plead my canſe by Mercy's gentle name, 
Mercy, that wipes the penitential tear, . 
And diſſipates the horrors of Deſpair: 

From rigorous Juſtice ſteals the vengetul hour; 
Softens the dreadful attribute of Power; 

Diſarms the wrath of an offeuded God, 

And ſeals my pardon in a Saviour's blood. 


All- powerful Grace, exert thy gentle ſway, . | 5 


And teach my rebel paſſions to obey : 

Left lurking Folly with infidions art 
Regain my volatile inconſtant heart 

zhall every high reſolve Devotion frames, 
Be only lifeleſs ſounds and ſpecious names? 
I) rather while thy hopes and fears controul, * 
In this ſtill hour each motion of my ſoul, 
Secure its fatety by a ſudden doom, 4 
And be the ſoft retreat oſ Sleep my tomb. 
Calm let me flumber in that dark repoſe, 
Till the laſt morn its orient beam diſcloſe: 
Then when the great Archangel's potent ſound 
Shall echoe thro? Creation's ample round, 
Wak d from the ſleep of death with joy ſorvey 
The opening ſplendours of eternal day. 


. 


© +. "(Oe ) 


5 „ i 3 
be YOU1 FH ® m_ the . Oy HER. 
9 F. 3 3 L E. 
Bx WILKIAM wrammithy, 3 Vie 
: ES | : | { 

Bed Youth; as rare, 
Whotn Plato's Philoſophic care | 

fad form'd for virtie's nobler view,. : 

By precept and example too, 55 8 


Would oſtet boaſt his matehleſe bein, 


To curb the ſteed add guide the wheel.” e 64." eee 


nd as he paſs'd'the giving throng z 
With ful eaſe; And fac Fan I _ 


The idiot wonder they 'expreſs'd IE 2 TS. 


Was praſſe and tranſport to his . 


At length quite ale, de needs we ald e 2. 8 


| His: maſter what his art could do; 
And bade his fla ves the chariot ed 
To Academus' ſacred ſhade. Las 


The trembling grove confeſs'd its fright, 
The wood nymphs ſtarted at the ſight, 


The Muſes drop the learned lyre, 


And to tſieir in moſt ſhades retire ! 
Howe'er the youth with forward air, 
Row to the ſage, and mounts the car, 


The laſh refounds, the courſers ſpring, 


The chariot marks the rolling rings 


And {gut ring: crouds with eager eyes, 


1 * x 


And ſhouts 1 * as 1 8 


Tiumphant to the goal return d. 
With nobler thirſt his bo 


And now along th' intended plajn, 
The ſelf-· ſame tract he marks again, 
Parſues with care the nice defign, - 
Nor ever deviates from the line. 

Amazement feiz*d the circlin: croud TY 
The youths with emulation glow'd; © 


Ev'n bearded ſages hail'd the boy,, 9 150 


And all, but Plato, gaz d with joy. 

For he, deep-Jjucging ſage, bebeld 

With pain the triumphs of the field: 

And he the chariotcer drew nigh, _ | 

And, fluſh'd with hope, had caugbe his eye, 

Alas! unhappy youth he cry d. 
xpect no praife from me, (and ghd) | 

With e I ſurvey 

Such fkill and judgment thrown away. 

The time profuſely {quander'd there, 

On vulgar arts beneath thy care, 

If well employ'd, at leſs expence,  . 

Had taught thee honour, virtue, ſenſe, 

And rais'd the from a coachman's fate 

To govern men and guide the ſtate. 


ſom burn'd ; 8 
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